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T  O 


AT  laft,  SIR,  Fortune  has  put  it  in  my  pow’r  to  pay 
you  forae  acknowledgement  for  the  many  obligations 
you  have  laid  on  me  y  and  I  (hall  have  the  lefs  reafon  to 
complain  of  her,  if  you  receive  this  Prefent  with  as  much 
plcafureasl  give  it ;  of  which  I  (hou'd  not  defpair,  had  l 
taken  any  other  method  in  fending  it  to  you.  But  what 
might  have  been  welcome  from  a  Friend,  will  not  ,  I  fear, 
be  fo  agreeable  from  an  Author.  Tho  your  inclination 
for  the  Drama,  your  acquaintance  with  the  Art,  and  the 
incouragement  you  have  given  tliofe  who  devote  them- 
felves  to  it,  are  fufficient  to  warrant  this  Liberty  in  me, 
was  I  not  otherwife  fecure  in  your  Friend  (hip.  I  can  ne¬ 
ver  believe  you  will  condemn  in  publick,  what  you  ap¬ 
prove  in  private,  and  the  Protection  of  one  who  knows 
how  to  defend  what  he  thinks  deferves  it,  is  certainly 
more  valuable  than  the  greateft  Name  or  the  higheft  Qua¬ 
lity.  I  had  rather  have  the  world  convinc’d,  that  their  fa¬ 
vour  to  this  Play  is  reafonable,  than  by  taking  fandtuary  in 
the  Degree  or  Intereft  of  my  Patron,  forbid  ’em  the  free  ufe 
of  theirUnderftanding,and  arbitrarily  exact  a  Judgment  from 
’em,  which  in  any  other  prefence  they  would  recant  or  dif- 
own. 

The  Poets  have  generally  been  careful  not  to  Dedi¬ 
cate  their  Poems  to  thofe  who  knew  their  true  value: 
This  would  not  at  all  have  anfwer’d  their  defign. 
They  chofe  out  fome  perfons  who  wanted  every 
thing  more  than  Money,  and  they  have  feldom  mif- 
carry’d  in  what  they  aim  at  moft.  Flattery  is  always  (old 
to  thefe  to  the.beft  advantage  y  and  fince  it  coirs  ’em  no¬ 
thing  bat  a  few  Pieces,  which  they  con’d  not  tell  how 

Trarta  hn.s  ronf-Vr-Wiv  adv.^rV!  • 


The  Epijlle  Dedicatory. 

a  nd thofe  who  deal  in’t,  have- commonly  found  thejrac- 
c  ountrby  it.  Fame  is  not  the  Miftrefs  they  Court :  To 
t  alk  of  a  future  Reputation  when  a  prefent  Supply  is  to  be 
rais’d,  wou'd  to  them  feem  Silly  and  Extravagant.  Indeed 
I  think  they  are  very  much  to  be  excus’d  ;  for  a  man  muft 
have  little  Stomach  to  hear  of  an  Immortal  Name,  when 
his  own  puts  him  in  mind  of  Mortality. 

This  has  fixt  a  lcandal  on  thefe  Addreffes,  but  like  other 
goo.i,things,they  ought  not  to  fuffer  becaufe  they  are  abus’d; 
and  while  we  are  in  a  Humour  of  Reformation,  ’twould  be 
well  it  fome  amendment  was  begun  in  this  too.  That 
Authors  wou'd  make  choice  of  Gentlemen,  where  they 
may  be  as  liberal  as  they  pleafe  of  their  Panegyrick,  and  yet 
preserve  their  Sincerity.  Perhaps  ’tis  difficult  to  find  many 
fuch  Subjects,  but  that  there  are  fuch,  you  are  yourfelfan 
undeniable  inftance.  You  have  given  us  a  fair  proof,  that 
Bufinefs,  Letters,  Pleafure  and  Virtue,  are  not  incompati¬ 
ble;  and  that  Wit,  judgment,  and  Good  Manners,  are  not 
confin’d  to  the  narrow  limits  of  Convent  Garden-  If  to  be 
Idle  is  to  be  Ufelefs,  if  Detraction  is  a  Vice,  Affectation 
Folly,  and  Pride  a  defeCt  of  the  Soul,  how  many  Wits  and 
fine  Gentlemen  will  at  once  lofe  their  Characters  ?  You 
have  on  the  contrary,  preferr’d  Care  and  Induftry  to  Riot 
and  Profufion,  tho  you  might  with  others  have  pleaded 
the  excufe  of  an  ample  Fortune:  Your  Wit  does  not 
fupport  itfelf  by  Satyr,  nor  your  Judgment  by  Malice,  nei¬ 
ther  does  your  good  Humour  lofe  you  any  thing  in  the 
efteem  of  all  that  know  you  ;  tho  Spleen  and  ill  Nature 
are  grown ,  fo  fafhionable,  that  in  fome  places  you  will  be 
thought  ridiculous,  if  you  are  not  troublefom.  But  I  for¬ 
get  this  Epiftle  is  to  go  farther  than  your  own  Family, 
and  to  bring  you  into  others,  who  may  not  be  fo  fond  of 
this  Theme  as  lam  ;  for  there  is  nothing  fo  tedious  to 
Mankind  in  general,  as  an  Encomium,  where  they  are  not 
rhemfel.ves concern’d,  let.  it  be  never  fo  Juft  and  Impar¬ 
tial.  Iam, 

Sir, 


Tour  oblig'd  ku/nbis  Servant,' 


THE 

PREFACE. 

I  Never  knew  a  Book,  get  much  by  a  Preface,  nor 
a  Play  by  this  means  advance  in  the  Opinion 
of  the  world ',  unlefs  it  had  triumph'd  on  the  Stage.' 
1  think,  however,  we  ought  to  acknowledge  the  fa* 
vours  of  fuch  as  have  us'd  us  well ,  and  to  in¬ 
form  the  reft ;  tis  poffible  they  may  be  mi  (ta¬ 
ken. 

As  far  as  this  is  my  cafe,  I  believe  the  firft  con - 
ftder'd  a  Man  was  accountable  for  no  failings  but 
his  own ,  and  if  there  was  any  thing  amifs  which  was 
not  the  Authors,  they  were  fo juft,  as  to  diftinguifh 
between  that  part  of  the  Drama  which  be  long' d  to 
him,  and  that  which  depended  on  others.  As  for 
the  Perfons  who  were  not  fo  generous  as  thefe,  nor  in 
any  refpeli  fo  confiderable,  who  thought  the  Cata- 
ftrophe  was  not  enough  prepar’d,  and  that  the  dif- 
covery  in  the  la  ft  API  was  huddled  and  in  confufion, 
they  will  now  fee  if  what  he  had  writ  bad  been 
fpoken ,  every  thing  woud  have  appear'd  clear  and 
natural which,  to  jhorten  the  Entertainment,  had 
been  b  efore  broken  and  dij order'd. 
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The  Preface. 

I  might  in  the  next  place  acquaint  the  Criticfs , 
that  this  Via)  is  neitherl'ranflation  nor  Paraphrafe  5 
that  the  Story  is  entirely  new  5  that  ’trvas  at  fir  ft 
intended  for  a  P after  al,  tho  in  the  three  l a  ft  Ads, 
the  Dignity  of  the  Characters  rais’d  it  into  the 
form  of  a  Tragedy ,  and  with  thefe  reflections  infinu  - 
ate,  as  is  ufual  ,  many  things  to  my  advantage. 

But  men  are  heard  with  impatience  in  their 
own  Caufe,  and  1  fhall  prevail  more  by  the  Judg¬ 
ment  and  Candour  of  the  Reader,  than  a  vain  ac¬ 
count  of  my  own  performance. 

As  to  what  relates  to  the  compofition ,  no  man 
ever  confulted  the  meaning  of  Words  more  than 
Mr  Purcel  has  done  ,  and  he  has  fucceeded  too 
well  with  the  Publick ,  to  tv  ant  the  applaufe  of 
his  Author. 
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.  Dramatis  Perfonse. 

M  E  N... 

ARcadius,  Emperor  of  Greece,  Mr  Mills* 

Eudofius,  Prince  of  Thrace,  living  in  /#<*-> 
ly,  difguis’d  under  the  name  of  Amintor ,  Mr  Vowel. 
Adrajius,  his  Brother,  Mr  Tomms, 

Varmenio,  the  Emperor’s  Favourite,  Mr  Cibber. 

Nicias,  Captain  of  his  Guards,  Mr  Thomas. 

Alcander,  Servant  to  Eudoxus, 

Sileno,  a  Shepherd. 

WOMEN. 


Aurelia,  Daughter  to  the  Emperor,  Mrs  Rogers. 

Phylante,  her  Confident,  Mrs  Temple. 

Sylvia,  a  Roman  Lady,  Mrs  Oldfield,  . 

Officers,  Guards,  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfet. 
SCENE. 

t 

A  Province  of  Italy,  near  the  Gulph  of  Venice, 
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PROLOGUE 

PLays  would  no  more  without  a  Prologue  pafs9 
Than  City  Dinner  woud  without  a  Grace  $ 

Like  theirs  too  fome  have  been  fo  long  and  dully 
Before  you  tajle ,  your  Stomachs  have  been  full. 

Our  Author  s9  to  engage  you  for  his  treat , 

Like  hungry  Chaplains ,  jhall  be  fhort  and  facet. 

The  Wits9  he  knows ,  are  eajy  in  their  fare 9 
They  make  the  Stage  their  pleafure9  not  their  care . 

The  Critich  only  like  Informers  fit9 
To  witnefs  if  we  pafs  unlawful  Wit. 

Befides,  the  Poets  have  this  hardjhtp  int9 
Each  tries  the  Metal  by  his  private  Mint. 

They  talk  of  Rules ,  and  thofe  that  break  'em  fcorn9 
Tet  none  more  forward  when  it  ferves  their  turn. 

Good  Senfe  and  Nature  evry  where  Jhould  reign , 

Where  thefe  are  wanting  they  but  talk  in  vain. 

The  precepts  of  their  Art  with  heat  they  praife9 
But  draw  the  vile  examples  from  their  Plays. 

Hard  fate !  if  we  mud  all  their  paths  purfite9 
Or  win  their  favour  %y  offending  you  : 

To  yon  bright  Circle  he  commends  hisCaufe , 

They  mujl  to  him9  who  to  the  world  give  Laws. 

If  Foreign  Theatres 9  with  mighty  coJl9 
Of  wondrous  Scenes  and  Decorations  boajl  $ 

Of  opening  Heavns ,  and  Vijions  in  the  air9 
They  nere  con  d  Jhew  fo  many  wonders  there . 

Nor  by  the  help  of  Magick  or  Machine , 

Produce  fitch  Beauties 9  or  fo  fair  a  Scene « 

Tho  awful  terrour  in  your  eyes  appears. 

He  lefsyour  Cruelty  than  JuJhce  fears. 

Tet  by  your  fentence  finct  he  lives  or  dies , 

He'll  fall  with  Pleafitrc9  or  with  Glory  rife. 

act 


A  S 


ACT  I. 


Scene  an  open  Valley,  whofe  Profpedt  is  con¬ 
fin’d  by  a  Mountain  on  one  fide,  and  Woods 
on  the  other,  and  the  Sea  at  a  diftance  for¬ 
ward. 

Aurelia,  Sylvia,  Phylante  walking . 

Aur.  \T7Ak’d  by  the  early  Mattinsof  the  Lark 

VV  We  leave  our  Down,  and  in  this  Sunny  Vale 
Suck  the  frefh  breezes  which  embalm  the  air. 

Syh.  Thus  in  the  tedious  abfence  of  your  Lord, 

We  by  variety  of  Sports  contrive 

To  pafs  thofe  hateful  minutes  with  delight/1 

Which  elfe  would  lag  like  years  of  want  and  pain, 

Aur.  Oh !  ’tis  an  age,  ’tis  ages  fince  my  eyes 
Fed  laft  on  his,  and  to  my  Soul  convey’d 
Unutterable  pleafure. 

SyU  Scarce  the  Sun 

Has  thrice  in  yonder  Ocean  funk  his  beams 
Since  you  beheld  him,  and  may  yet  ere  noon 
Again  behold,  and  have  him  in  your  arms. 

Fhyl.  See  there — defcending  from  the  hill  I  fpy 
A  man,  that  tow’rds  you  feems  to  bend  his  courle  i 
So  fwiftly  now  he  crolfes  o’re  the  Plain, 

*  ’Tis  fure  the  Meffenger  of  welcome  news. 

Aur .  Oh !  nothing  can  be  welcome  but  my  Lord. 

Fhyl.  I  fee  him,  ’tis  Alcander. 

Aur.  Ha!  alone. 

Where’s  my  Amintor  ?  Tell  me,  Phylante , 

Has  not  Arcadius  loaded  him  with  Chains, 

And  fentenc’d  him  to  Torture  and  to  Death  ? 

Syh .  For  what  are  you  thus  anxious  of  his  Life  ? 

How  wild  are  all  thefe  fears. 

You  from  Amintor  $  merit  may  exped: 

Arcadius  has  been  lavifh  of  his  Grace, 

And  with  Imperial  honors  crown’d  your  Love. 


fo.  ' 

Aur.  *Tis  not  for  us  to  think  of  Honors  here,*. 

For  Vi/hat  we  never  fee,  we  ne're  defire. 

.  My  Soul,  contented  with  our  humble  ftate, 

Leaves  to  the  Great  the  glories  of  a  Court ; 

And  in  poffeffion  of  thefe  Shades  and  Love, 
Unenvy’ng  and  unenvy ’d,  tafte  delights, 

Which  for  Elizaum  I  wou’d  fcarce  refign* 

But  oh  '  If  I,  amidft  of  all  this  joy, 

Shou’d  have  Amintor  ravifht  from  my  arms, 

And  fee  him  perifh  by  unnatural  rage  ( 

This  Vale  will  then  be  worfe  than  LHutn  Wilds, 

Ail  will  bedefert  here,  and  all  accurft, 

Forfook  by  ev’ry  thing  but  by  defpair 
I  then  fhall  wander  in  a  maze  of  woe. 

Till  death  too  late  o  retakes  me. 

Sjlv.  What  can  this  mean  ?  Thte  unexpe&ed  change. 
Gives  me  juft  reafon  to  believe  you’ve  fears. 

Which  you  in  vain  endeavour  to  conceal; 

For  I  will  know  ’em,  I  that  am  your  Friend, 

A  name  which  claims  the  priviledgeof  truft, 

Will  know  your  worft  of  Fate,  as  I  till  now 
Have  been  the  partner  of  your  hours  of  blifs. 

_  Enter  Alcander. 

Ah.  Madam,  my  Lord. 

Aur.  Speak.  Lives  he  ?  Is  he  free  ? 

Ale.  He  Lives,  is  free,  and  o’re  this  Realm  of  Peace, 
Created  by  the  Emp’ror,  Soveraign  Prince, 

As  this  informs  you  further.  Giving  a  Letter . 

Aur.  Yes  ’tis  his? 

Look  in  my  eyes,  and  you'll  perceive  Vis  his. 

Why  do  I  tremble  }  Is  it  fear  or  joy  ? 

Whom  fhou'd  I  fear  ?  There’s  nothing  furein  this  i 
There’s  nothing  v^hich  my  Lord  can  fend  to  mej  • 

But  what  is  dear  as  Life,  and  foft  as  Love. 

Reads.  Impatient  of  thy  abfence,  I  commit 
In  thee,  the  Treafure  of  my  heart  to  Heav’n. 

Our  EmbafTy  with  rapture  was  receiv’d  : 

OurFJocks  and  Herds,  the  riches  of  the  Plain, 

Preferr’d  to  heaps  of  G«ld,  and  homage  Crowns, 
i-am  declai’d  a  Prince,  and  thoufhalt  reign 
If  we  furviv-e  the  danger  of  this  day. 

TheEmp’ror  from  our  Foes  or  Fame  has  heard 
So  much  of  our  Llfcft  Manfion,  and  of  thee. 

He  b'egg’d  to  be  my  Gueft,  and  with  his  Court, 

Imends.  co  vifit  our  retreat  el  e  even. 
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I  fly  to  thy  relief,  lean  —-no  more. 

Sylv.  Why  weep  you,  when  your  fortune  is  advanc'd 
Above  what  you  expe<5led  or  defied,  ^ 

The  Empire  of  our  hearts  you  had  before. 

But  what  was  Friendfhip  then  is  duty  now, 

Nor  fhall  our  Friendfhip  make  o  ur  duty  fefs. 

Aur.  Arcadius . 

Sylv.  Whatofhim?  I  knowyou  think 
This  place  not  worthy  of  the  Lord  of  Greece f 
Tho  tis  not  for  magnificence  or  fhew. 

Or  to  fee  fplendours  equal  with  his  own. 

That  he  descends  to  be  your  gueft, 

’Tis  to  behold  the  fweetnefs  of  this  Vale, 

To  hear  the  Mufick  of  our  Foreft  Quires, 

And  weary ’d  with  perpetual  Pomp,  to  fee 
How  Solitude  and  Innocence  can  charm. 

For  you  perhaps,  this  journey  is  defign'd. 

Your  Beauty 

Aur.  Hold - I  muft  not  hear  thee  on  ] 

Thou  little  know’ft  of  whbm,  or  what  thou  talk’d: 
Ungratefully  thy  Friendfhip  Fve  abus’d,  , 

And  kept  the  myftery  of  my  fate  conceal'd. 

Which  now  alas,  neceffity  reveals. 

Come,  gentle  Sylvia ,  "take  me  to  thy  heart. 

Support  me  with  thy  Counfel,  left  I  fink 
Beneath  the  burthen  of  my  fhameand  fears: 

Arcadius  Is  my  Father 

Sylv .  When  you  firft  came  a  ftranger  to  thefe 
I  ever  thought  you  of  divine  defeent. 

And  as  I  thought  you  then  adore  you  now. 

Aur.  Oh  rife  my  Friend,  I  will  not  fee  thee 
Say — 'does  the  Sun  that  glids  this  morning  Sky 
Shine  on  a  Creature  fo  forlorn  as  me. 

Who  can  defend  me  from  a  Fathers  frown, 

A  Father  and  an  Emperor  difobey’d  ? 

Forgive  me,  that  I  dare  not  tell  thee  more, 

Thou  foon  wilt  guefs,  that  Love  was  all  my  Crime. 

Sylv.  And  Love, which  wasyour  ccime  is  your  defence. 
Your  ftory  at  your  leilure  I  fhall  know. 

But  ’tis  no  more  than  I  have  often  read 
Of  Princeffes,  whofeorn’d  the  Beds  of  Kings, 

When  merit,  had  before  engag’d  their  hearts. 

Your  Father  by  his  favour  has  approv’d 
The  choice  you  made,  and  all  things  will  be  well. 


Woods, 

(kneels 

thus. 


(4 )  ■  ; 

'Aur.  Akander  execute  your  Lords  commands. 

You  Sylvia  fee  that  all  things  be  prepar’d 
Fit  to  receive  the  Matter  of  the  World* 

While  I  with  Reafon  and  with  Love  confult 
How  beft  I  may  approach  my  Fathers  wrath, 

How  move  his  pity  bett*  or  daunt  his  rage.  Ex.  Syl.Alc. 
Oh  my  Thylante,  how  fhall  weefcape 
This  Dreadful  enterview*  or  rather  meet 
The  Storm  which  threatens  to  o’re  whelm  us  both. 

Thy.  You’ve  little  caufe  to  fear*  for  you  are  bleft 
In  the  fruition  of  your  wifhes*  I 
Have  much  more  reafon  to  deplore  my  fate* 

An  Exile  from  my  Parents  and  my  hopes* 

Y'etin  yourFrierndfhip  Fen  joy ’em  all. 

Aur .  Oh  how  cou'd  we  forefee  that  we  fhou’d  here,* 

In  this  vile  corner  of  the  World,  where  none 
Scarce  hear  of  Greece  or  of  my  Fathers  name* 

How  cou’d  we  think  that  here  we  fhou’d  have  met 
The  min,  which  we  drove  lo  much  tofhun  ? 

Thy.  Heaven  always  will  protect  the  Innocent. 

Aur.  Who  can  be  Innocent  thatdifobeys 
A  Fathers  pleafure,  and  a  SoYeraign’s  Will  ? 

Thy.  Your  Father  wou’d  have  lefeyou  to  your  choice. 
The  Emprefs  forc’d  him  to  oppofe  your  Vows, 

And  in  her  Brothers  favour  vvrong  your  Love. 

Aur.  Wrong’d  it  indeed*  for  from  our  Infant  years 
Amintor  ftill  was  promis’d  to  my  Arms 
But  when  Pulcheria  dy’d  was  nam’d  no  more 

Thyl.  You  were  defign’d  the  Prince  of  Thrace's  Bride. 
Aur.  And  who's  Amintor,  but  the  Prince  of  Thrace. 
Adrafius  who  poffelfes.now  his  realm* 

Whom  thou  and  every  one*  that  knows  him  loves, 
Was  Privy  to  our  flight*  and  the  defign 
Eudofius  form’d  to  fave  me  for  himfelf. 

Thyl.  3 1  is  faid  that  Prince  was  in  Arabia  flain. 

Aur .  'Twasfaid  fo~  then*  the  better  to  conceal  ■ 

The  Plot  Adrajtm  had  in  Greece  contriv’d* 

When  he  in  Roy  al  Embafly  wasfent 
Yo  fetch  me  for  his  Brother,  as  before 
The  Emperor  and  Eudofius  had  agreed. 

~  But  all  thole  Treaties  with  my  Mother  dy’d* 

And  the  new  Emprefs  a  new  Match  refolv’d. 

How  on  this  news  Eudofius  was  enrag’d* 

How  from  his  Court  difguis’d  he  came  to  ours* 

What  means  he  us’d  to  fee  me*  and  how  foon 


m 

My  Soul  conferred  to  be  rul'd  by  him. 

I  only  for  his  Fame  ador'd  before  ; 

This  for  fome  hour  of  leifure*!  referve, 

The  reft  is  known  to  thee. 

Thy .  I  lik’t  implicitely  the  man  youlov’d. 

Noraskt  with  whom  we  fled,  but  always  thought 
His  adlons  fhew’d  him  of  the  race  of  Kings. 

Who  now  can  fay  that  Love  forgets  his  Slaves  ? 

Love  that  has  led  you  thro  iuch  vait  defigns  • 

And  when  the  world  to  find  their  Princels  rofe, 

That  kept  you  from  the  fearch  of  Nations  free, 

That  watch'd  you  on  the  Waves,  and  to  this  flioar 
Of  fafety  guided  you,  and  bleft  your  flight. 

Anr .  Love  on  his  part  has  every  thing  perform’d, 

But  what  have  I,  Thylante !  done  on  mine, 

Rebellious  and  a  Fugitive  ,  can  I 

Look  on  my  Father  and  not  fink  with  fhame  ? 

Phy.  For  what?  He  bid  you  love,  and  you  obey’d. 

’Tis  true,  he  bid  you  after  this  to  change. 

But  that  was  neither  in  his  pow'r  nor  yours  • 

You  fled.  From  whom?  Placidia ,  one  who  fought 
Your  mine,  and  can  hurt  you  now  no  more. 

Her  pride  and  fpite  are  bury’d  in  her  Grave  • 

The  Emp’ror  will  behold  you  as  his  Child, 

And  free’d  from  prejudice  you'll  then  appear 
A  Heavenly  Treafure,  which  he  once  had  loft. 

And  ^ow  with  rapture  and  amazement  finds. 

Aur.  Thy  words  are  extafy,  thy  very  looks  ? 

Declare  thy  Prophecy  Divine  ,• 

And  I  already  feel  my  tranfports  grow,* 

Arcadius  will  forgive  me,  I  no  more  * 

Shall  clafp  Eudofius  with  relucftant  arms. 

For  when  my  heart  with  tendernefs  diflfolv’d. 

Has  givm  itfelf  to  pleafure,  fay  ye  Groves, 

Ye  Fountain,  Hill  and  Dale,  that  know  my  Griefs,  *  . 

Has  not  my  difobedience  checkt  my  joy,  Evter  Sylvia, 

And  drawn,  when  we’ve  for  folitude  retir’d^ 

A  thoufand  racking  queftionsfrom  my  Lorda 
Which  he  no  more  (hall  ask,  nor  I  provoke  ? 

Sylv.  Reafon  prevails  and  you’re  your  felf again, 

And  this  prophetick  Peace  declares  you  fafe  ? 

Yon  in  the  Grove  of  pleaiure,  there  are  met 
Sileno ,  Daphne,  and  the  Nymphs  whofe  fports 
Are  us'd  to  entertain  your  hour  of  mirth. 

Who  waiting  your  approach,  prepare  their  Songs, 
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Aur .  This  fare’s  no  hour  of  Mirth,  no  time  for  fports 
Yet  Sylvia,  I’ll  indeavour  to  be  calm, 

#  I’ll  fet  the  faired  profpe&to  my  View, 

And  footh  my  hopes  with  Vifionsof  fuccefs. 

Come,  my.  Phylante ,  fince  from  every  Grove 
The  cheerful  Birds  laluteus  with  their  Songs, 

Joyn  thou  thy  better  harmony  with  theirs. 

And  lay  the  riling  Temped  in  my  Soul ; 

Thy  Voice  is  dill  the  refuge  of  my  care,  i 

Defpairherfelf  would  liften  to  the  Charm, 

And  when  thou  entertaind  her  lofe  her  ding  : 

Thrace,  by  the  Magick  of  thy  notes  has  heard 
More  wonders,  than  her  ancient  fables  boaft, 

SONG, 

I. 

IN  Vain  you  tell  me  Love  is  fweet ,  * 

And  h>ajb  of  his  delights , 

1  hear  y oy  talk  of  nothing  yet , 

But  reliefs  days  and  nights , 

V or  when  you  have  jour  wijh  enjoy'd, 

Tou  find  the  hlijs  fo  [mall, 

Tou  either  think  your  Lover  cloy'd , 

Or  that  you  ban  t  him  all, 

x.  , 

'  \  ' 

II. 

Strange  Magick  when  we  Jee  before 
So  many  Fools  undone 
We  long  to  make  the  number  more , 

And  on  their-  Perils  run. 

^  Tho  thoufands  (l)oud  our  hopes  reprove. 

Who  have  their falfhood  known , 

In  this  we  ll  truft ,  fo  weak  is  Love , 

No  knowledge  but  our  own , 

Aur.  The  Thracian  Prince  may  make  the  Fkblemie, 
And  what  you  mean  of  others  you  may  feel. 

Phy.  Young  Daphne  and  Sileno ,  and  the  Youth 
Who  to  divert  you,  form  a  rural  Quire 
With  their  diviner  Lays,  dial  1  cure  you  griefs. 

And  health  to  your  didemper’d  mind  redore. 

You  then  whofe  Angel  voices  and  whofe  looks 
To  raVidi  every  fenfe. 

In  heavenly  confort  join 
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Attend  ! 

And  what  I  taught  you  for  your  Lords  return^ 

To  pleafure  his  belov’d  and  yours  perform. 

The  Front  Scene  opens  and  difeovers  a  Circle  of  Seven  Pillars  adorn  d  with 
Garlands  of  Flowers.  The  Shepherds  and  Shepberdejjes  dancing  within 
it,  to  the  Tune  of  the  Chorus,  which  theyfing  as  they  Dance , 

4  - 

Chorus. 

Come  all  aw  ay, 

x  Come  and  Sing  and  Dance  and  Play 

’ Tis  the  Shepherds  holiday . 

*  i  Shepherd. 

Leave  the  Mountain,  Vale,  and  Home, 

To  the  Grove  of  pleafure  come  : 

Never  fear  your  Flocks  will fray, 

Pan  protefts  *em  while  we  play . 

Shepherdefs. 

Happy  Mansions,  pleafant  Shades, 

Seats  of  Innocence  and  Eafe  • 

Gent  le  Shepherds,  Tender  Maids, 

Sweet  Abodes  of  Smiling  Peace , 

Ev  ry  Grace  and  Joy  pofefing , 

Welcome  him  that  gives  the  BleJJing. 

Shepherds 

Amintor  s  Watchful  Care  maintains 
Thefe  Quiet  Fields  from  harms. 

His  wifdom  awes  the  rougher  Swains, 

The  Mild  his  Goodnefs  charms . 

When  Pan  the  Grecian  Shepherds  fwayd 
He  nere  was  more  ador'd , 

They  out  of  Fear  their  God  obey  d, 

We  out  of  Love,  our  Lord. 

Shepherdefs.1 

WhenYenus,  deckt  with  Heavenly  Charms, 

Once  woo'd  a  Mortal  to  her  Arms, 

All  but  the  cruel  ft upid  Boy 

Beheld  her  with  tranjporting  Joy  •  » 

The  Flocks  and  Herds  refus'd  to  grazt. 

And  Men  and  Beafts  coud  only  gaze. 

Aurelia’*  Beauties  thus  appear, 

Thus  finning,  thus  iranfporting,  here. 

Shepherd. 

For  him  we  Flowry  Chaplets  bring, 

The  fair  eft  fradutt  of  the  Spring. 

«  Ship 


Shepherdefs.  „  j 
For  her  we  Crown s  of  Rofes  weave, 

Which  hath  with  cheerful  Looks  receive , 
slnd  with  as  cheerful  Hearts  wcg'v'e, 

~  *•  ■*'  Thus  Living  and  Belov  d  we  live . 

Chorus. 

Thus  Lcrvinz  and  Belov  d  we  Live . 

«=> 

Mr.  Oh  force  of  Mufick  and  Carleftial  Song, 

Which  from  profoundeft  mifery  can  raife 

A  Soul  to  extafy,  and  taft  of  Heav*n 

To  you  Phylante!  I  commit  the  charge 

Of  this  great  Feftival,  and  from  your  care  * 

Expect  what  nature,  and  what  art  can  do.  A  March  afar  off. 

The  foremoft  of  the  Grecian  Court  arrive, 

I  fee  the  Glorious  Troop  defcend  the  Mount, 

And  love  informs  me,  that  my  Lord  is  there. 

To  him  I’ll  fly,  and  know  what  fate  decrees ; 

From  him  the  lharpeft  Meffage  will  befweet, 

Whofe  Voice  is  kinder  to  my  Ear  than  flghs 
Of  wandring  Rivers,  or  of  evening  Winds.  Ex.  Aur.  Syh 

Pb)l.  Unhappy  Princels !  by  ill  fate  perfu’d 
To  thefe  almofi  the  limits  of  the  World, 

Oh  fatal  paffion !  Thus  while  I  lament 
Thy  loft  condition,  I  forget  my  own, 

Ancj  Friendihip  always  is  too  ftrong  for  Love, 

For  now  that  every  hour  I  hope  to  fee 
What  next  to  thee  is  deareft  to  my  heart. 

Thy  danger  fets  before  my  eyes  a  gloom. 

Which  hides  the  gawdy  Vifion  from  my  view, 

And  makes  it  doubtful  to  me,  if  I  ought 
To  mourn  for  thee,  or  to  rejoice  for  him. 

Sileno  meet  me  at  the  Bow'rs  of  blifs. 

There  all  fliall  have  the  Parts  to  each  affign’d. 

What  bed  my  thoughts  can  thus  employ'd  invent  ; 

For  fomething  noble  we  muft  now  prepare, 

Something  te  ravi/h  an  Imperial  Ear, 

Tho  from  you  only  I  expedl  fuccefs, 

Whofe  Beauties  equal  with  your  Voices  pleafe.  Ex.  omnts . 


ACT 


A  C  T  II. 


Scene  a  Fountain  with  Bowers  of  Myrtle  around 
it,  a  Shepherdefs  lying  in  one  that  fronts  the 
Stage  lings. 

SONG. 

TO  Hill  and  Dak  I  tell  m)  Care , 

To  Rocks  and  Streams  how  I  defpair  $ 

Tofaithlefs  Winds  my  fortune  mourn , 

The  Winds  in  figh  s  my  plaint  return  ,* 

The  Streams  in  murmurs ,  Hill  and  Dale, 

And  hollow  Rocks  my  fate  bewail 
In  Ecclooes  kindly  they  refound 
My  moan ,  and  feem  to  feel  my  wound : 

He  only  that  fliould  hear  is  deaf. 

He  only  that  can  give  relief 
Defpifes  me,  and  mocks  my  grief. 

Phylante,  Sileno,  Shepherds  and  Shepherdeffes  come  to  her  as  the 

Song  begins. 

Rhyl.  What  haplefs  Virgin  haunts  thefe  lonely  Bow’rs, 

Who  with  thefe  mournful  fighs  difturbs  our  Pla 
MyrtiHa?  then  ’tisbut  affe&ed  grief* 

Such  beauty  ne’r  had  reafon  to  defpair. 

Come,  you  to  other  notes  rouft  tune  your  voice, 

To  fing  of  Gods,  and  win  immortal  praife. 

Sileno,  fince  you  challenge  us  to  try 
Whofe  Layes  have  greater  influence  on  the  Soul, 

Whether  the  Trumpets  lofty  founds  prevail 
Lefs  than  the  dying  whifpers  of  your  Flutes. 

Exert  your  utmoft  skill,  for  we  accept 
Your' offer,  and  your  Valley  (hall  refound 
With  Mufick,  fuch  as  Eccho  ne’r  can  learn. 

Silem.  We  boaft  no  skill,  but  from  our  artlefs  Songs 
Expe&  fuccefs,  which  Nature  never  fails. 

When  Birds  untaught  in  Woods  and  Forefts  fing. 

Their  notes  feem  wild,  and  not  fo  juft  as  ours, 
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There's  fomething  in  ’em  yet  which  charms  our  ears 
More  than  the  fineft  graces  of  your  art : 

Why  mayn’t  our  Voices,  uninflam’d  like  theirs. 

Give  the  fame  Plcafure,  tho  they  feem  as  wild. 

Amintor  ( or  BudofiusJ  and  Aurelia. 

Thjl.  Amintor  and  Aurelia  !  Let’s  retire. 

And  in  the  thickeft  of  this  beauteous  fliade 
Attend  their  leifure  to  approve  our  mirth. 

There  meditate  the  bufincfs  of  the  day. 

And  the  rewards  which  we  exped  from  Fame. 

Aur.  I  have  thee,  my  Eudofius ,  I  have  all 
That  Heav’n  can  give  me  of  my  hearts  defire  : 

I  have  thee,  but  how  long.flialll  enjoy 
The  mighty  bleffing  ?  this  is  all  my  fear, 

And  this  the  fource  of  thefe  untimely  tears. 

My  Father - 

Eud.  5Tis  not  in  the  power  of  Man 
Nor  Gods  to  part  what  Love  fo  firmly  joyns ; 

Nor  have  we  liv'd  for  many  rolling  years 
In  fweec  fruition  of  our  wilh,  and  paft 
Thro  dangers  eminent  op  both  the  Mains,x 
To  fall  at  laft  by  him  fhat  gave  thee  life. 

Aur.  He’ll  look  on  me  perhrps  as  on  a  Child, 

The  pangs  of  Nature  may  oppofe  his  rage, 

I  in  the  combat  of  his  foul  be  fafe, 

But  how  will  you  efcape  his  dire  revenge. 

He*ll  view  thee  as  the  robber  of  his  houfe, 

That  ftole  his  deareft  treafure  thence,  and  lives 
Unlicens’d  in  poffeflion  of  thofe  joys, 

Which  he  and  only  he  had  right  to  give. 

Eud.  That  right  by  folemn  Oaths  he  gave  to  me, 
Himfelf  firft  tempted  me  to  foar  fo  high, 

To  gaze  upon  thy  Beauties  with  defire, 

And  when  he  wou’d  have  flung  me  from  the  Heav’n 
To  which  his  promife  had  advanc  d  my  hopes. 

Oh  was  it  poflible  for  me  to  leave 
Such  Sweetnefs,  fuch  Divinity  as  thine  : 

And  yield  thee  to  the  bofom  of  thy  Foe  ? 

What  Danger  cou’d  have  driven  me  to  this. 

For  whom  had  I  to  pleafe  but  thee  ? 

Oh  .  were  his  power  omnipotent  as  Jove* s* 

His  wilfas  facred,  and  his  wrath  as  fierce. 

And  ;  beheld  thee  thus  profufely  kind, 

What  fear  cou’d, interdict  me  thy  embrace  ? 

What,  duty  check  my  tranfport,  or  defend 
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My  arms,  this  circle  of  inceflant  joy  ? 

Aur.  To  have  thee  thus,  Eudofm,  tho  I  faw 
My  Father  darting  from  his  awful  brow 
His  keeneft  arrows,  yet  my  foul  fecure 
In  extafy,  wou  d  brave  ’em  all  for  thee. 

Eud.  Away  with  forrow,  Fate  already  (hews 
A  boundlefs  ftore  of  happinefs  referv’d 
To  recompence  the  troubles  we  have  paft. 

Aur.  What  made  Arcade  vifit  our  retreat  ? 

What  made  this  fhow’r  of  favour  fall  on  thee  ? 

End.  When,  chofen  by  tnefe  Provinces,  I  went 
To  pay  the  homage  which  our  Lord  requires, 

Our  Prefents,Flocks  and  Herds,  and  crowns  of  Flowrs, 

Were  to  the  wealth  of  Italy  preferred. 

He  asktme,  whence  this  plenty,  and  thefe Youth? 

Who  rul’d  for  him,  the  Region  whence  they  came  ? 

And  raviflit  with  their  Elegance  and  Looks, 

Declar’d  this  morn  Ammtor  for  their  Lord* 

As  they  with  tears  of  earneftnefs  implor  d. 

Of  you.  Sir,  fmiling  from  the  Throne  on  me. 

He  faid,  we’ve  heard  fuch  wonders,  we  refolve 
To  fee  the  Paradice  which  you  poffefs. 

And  be  ©ur  felf  a  witnefs  of  your  fports. 

Aur.  A  dr  aft  us - what  of  him  ? 

Eud.  My  care  of  thee 
Prevented  me  from  being  further  known : 

For  tho-I  dy’d  to  take  hinj  to  my  heart, 

I  durft  not  let  our  Friendfhip  then  appear , 

Left  e’re  we  were  prepar’d  to  meet  his  frown, 

Arcadius  had  been  jealous  of  our  loves, 

A.nd  we  unheard  had  fain  before  his  wrath. 

Which  now  we  may  defeat,  or  elfe  avoid.  Trumpets  are  beard. 

Aur.  Hark,  others  of  the  Royal  Train  arrive, 

The  Trumpet  ecchoes  in  this  Vale  of  Peace, 

A  noife  more  dreadful  than  the  din  of  War.  1  Enter  Edraftus. 

Eud.  Sink  on  my  breaft,  and  lofe  thy  terrors  there. 

Oh,  my  Aurelia  !  if  thou  yet  haft  life. 

Look  on  a  fight  which  will  enchant  thy  Soul. 

My  Brother !  why  doft  thou  behold-me  thus  ? 

Why  cruelly  detain  thee  from  my  arms? 

What  meffage  haft  thou  brought,  are  we  profcrib’d  ? 

Is  Death  prefented  us  by  thee,  my  friend  ? 

I  cannot  argue  with  thee,  nor  endure 
This  diftance.  Oh  Adraftus ! 

Adra.  Amazement !  My  Eudofius  ftrikes  rue  dumb  ; 

My  Prince,  my  Brother,  and  my  deareft  Friend, 

C  2  To 
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To  fee  thee,  and  embrace  thee  thus  alive. 

Is  more  than  weak  humanity  can  bear. 

Forgive  me,  Madam,  Nature  flows  lo  high 
That  I  had  almoft  loft  my  duty  here.  Kneels , 

Aur,  Oh  rile,  Adrafius,  we’re  not  now  in  Greece; 
This  pofture  fuits  not  with  our  humble  flate. 

Adra ,  A  thoufand  queftions  I  have  next  to  ask 
Of  my  own  Love,  a  thoufand  then  of  yours. 

Aur .  Pbylante  s  bufy’d  with  her  Rural  friends, 

And  in  our  Groves  inftru&ing  'em  to  fing, 

But  ihe  (hall  leave  her  talk  to  welcome  you.  ExAurel. 

End.  That  figh  which  from  thy  bofome  broke  its  way, 
Dif covers  thou  haft  Secrets  in  thy  heart 
Which  {hake  thy  inmoft  Soul.  Ohfpeak,  my  Friend  ! 
Thouthinkft  perhaps,  that  in  thefe  lowly  weeds. 

This  pomp  ofeafe,  I  dare  not  look  on  Fate, 

Nor  hear  the  name  of  danger,  or  of  death. 

Adr,  Oh  my  EuJofius ,  ’tis  not  this  which  fwclls 
That  ftorm  which  rages  in  my  breaft  :  I  know 
You  ever  were  infenhble  of  fear  : 

Nor  is  there  caufe  of  dread  in  our  approach. 
TheEmp’ror  oft  has  mourn’d  your  lois,  and  curft 
His  fond  compliance  with  Vlacidia  s  will. 

Eud.  Why  thofe  unmanly  drops  than  in  thy  eyes?. 
Can  I  have  joys  in  which  thou  wilt  not  {hare  ? 

Can  I  have  pleafures  which  are  none  to  thee? 

Adr,  Yes!  you  have  pleafures  that  my  Nature  loaths; 
To  meet  you  thus  a  ftranger  to  the  world, 

Deckt  like  a  Virgin  for  the  Bridal  morn. 

To  find  you  thus  in  wanton  Exile  live, 

Involv'd  in  fatal  Luxury  and  Peace. 

Your  childi/h  train  like  Cupids  in  our  plays,  " 

Your  hcufe  the  Image  of  the  Taphian  Court, 
Breathing  rich  odours  to  debauch  your  fence, 

And  ufeyou  to  forget  your  thirft  of  Fame. 

Is  this  d’  think  delightful  to  a  Friend, 

Who  once  beheld  you  in  the  dufty. Field, 

Pierce  thro  the  thickeft  of  the  Foes  of  Greece  ? 

Eud,  Did’ft  thou  not  fee  the  viflon,  that  e'en  now 
With  dazzling  luftre  fill’d  this  place,  which  Earth 
Can’t  equal,  nor  the  fpangled  worlds  above  ? 

Did  ft  thou  not  fee  her,  fhed  her  beams  on  me, 

Her  fweeteft  influence,  andwou'd’ft  thou  leave 
Such  happinefs,  for  Empire  or  for  Fame? 

Ard .  When  love  oppofes  Glory,  tho  ’tis  worfe 
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Than  death  to  quit  fuch  fulnefs  of  delight; 

Yet  Fame,  Ambition,  and  your  peoples  wants, 

Shou’d  roufe  you  from  this  Lethargy  of  eafe. 

And  fnatch  you  from  the  Syrens  fatal  charm. 

Eud.  To  thee  this  life,  which  now  thou  woud’ft  condemn,’ 

To  thee  I  owe  this  exile  and  this  eafe. 

Thy  Counfels  firft  infpir’d  me  to  refign 
My  States  to  thee,  and  in  fome  diftant  Reality 
Secure  my  Princefs  from  a  Foes  embrace. 

By  thee  my  people  of  my  death  were  told. 

The  faith  they  ow’d  to  me  they’ve  fworn  to  thee. 

Nor  let  thy  jealoufy  difturb  thy  reign, 

’Tis  that  or  Envy  urges  this  reproach. 

Adr.  By  Heaven  you  wrong  me,  I  defpife  your  Throne* 

The  Honour  of  our  Houfe,  which  I  prefer 
To  Life,  or  Soveraign  Dignity’s  concern’d  ; 

And  not  to  fpeak  was  to  betray  my  friend. 

But  ’tis  too  late,  I  fee  you  ftand  unmov’d, 

You’re  deaf  to  every  found  but  fighs  of  Love  : 

Forgive  me,  Jtis  too  bold  a  truth.  I've  done. 

Eud .  Oh  my  Adra(iusy  why  doft  thou  attempt 
To  vex  my  tortur’d  mind  beyond  its  force? 

Doft  thou  not  think  the  trouble  of  this  day^ 

Aurelias  danger,  and  thy  Brother’s  care, 

Sufficient  to  fupprefs  me  ?  Thou  flialt  fee, 

Infulted  by  the  Waves  of  adverfe  Fate, 

The  Billows  all  fhall  break  away  in  foam. 

And  beat  on  me  as  on  a  fhoar  of  Flint; 

But  when  a  future  Calm  ferenes  our  Sky, 

When  we  have  fported  on  a  Sea  of  Joy, 

And  Peace  is  to  this  Land  of  Love  reftor’d, 

1*11  raife  a  Nation  here,  whofe  name  fhall  live, 

When  Greece  fhall  be  no  more.  Enter  Aur.  and  Phyl, 

Adr .  There  fpoke  the  Genius  of  our  Godlike  Line. 

But  oh  !  how  v#in  my  Reafons  had  appear’d. 

Had  thefe  been  here,  before  whofe  conqu’ring  Eyes 
The  wifeft  and  the  braveft  fall. 

And  Love  is  Truth  and  Fame.  Kneels  to  Phyl , 

Phyl .  Welcome,  my  Lord,  to  this  bleft  Realm  and  me. 

To  fee  you  here,  and  not  to  wi(h  you  well, 

Had  I  ne’re  known  your  merir,  had  been  bafe, 

But  to  the  Brother  of  a  friend  I  owe - 

Adr .  Oh  fay  not  to  the  Brother  of  a  Friend  ; 

You  owe  to  me,  your  Lover  and  your  Slave, 

All  that  to  years  of  Conftancy  is  due. 

Oh  my  Phyl  ante ! 
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Vhyl  Nay,  my  Lord,  forbear  $ 

What  for  the  c»  yal  of  my  Frien dihip's  done 

Is  what  again  I'd  for  Aurelia  do  j 

Our  Souls  were  one  before  I  heard  your  .name, 

And  when  I  faw  to  what  fhe  was  expos'd. 

Had  I  abandon’d  her  to  Wilds  and  Seas*  • 

To  wander  o’re  the  pathlefs  world  aione. 

Say —  wou’d  you  then  have  thought  me  worth  your  heart  ? 

Aur .  Too  long  you  wafle  your  Minutes  in  difpute. 

Enter  Sileno,  Shepherd  t  and  Shepher  defies. 

Behold,  my  Lord,  the  Natives  of  this  place, 

With  what  furprize  they  view  your  Princely  mien. 

The  pride  of  Courts  by  themunfeen  till  now. 

Oh  happy  -Ignorance,  that  never  felt 
The  fling  of  wild  Ambition,  which  will  oft, 

Ev’n  in  thefe  humble  Manlions  vex  my  Soul. 

Enter  Sylv.  and  Mefifenger. 

Adejf.  The  Emp’ror  with  his  Train  arc  on  their  way. 

And  at  the  Palace  now  will  foon  arrive. 

Sylv.  We  are  all  ready  to  receive  the  Court, 

With  fplendour  equal  to  their  mighty  name. 

Phyl.  Advance  Sileno ,  let  the  fports  begin. 

We’ll  have  no  time  to  think  of  future  ills. 

The  Fury  Terror,  by  our  Lays  diiarm’d. 

Shall  ceafe  to  fling,  and  fly  the  Magick  found. 

For  fhou’d  your  Mufick  be  preferr’d  to  ours,  - 

The  fighs  of  Lover  to  the  voice  of  War  ; 

Or  be  the  Conqueft,  Shepherds,  yours  or  mine, 

VVe’refure  to  triumph  o’re  our  Judges  both. 

After  a  Symphony  of  Hautboys  and  Flutes ,  Sileno  ftngs, 

Te  Birds,  who  in  our  For  efts  fing , 

Te  Winds ,  that  wanton  with  our  Trees , 

Te  Streams ,  that  murmur  to  for  fake  your  Spring , 

Be filent,  ye  outrageous  Seas , 

Attend  the  Rural  Song  : 

*Tis  Love's  the  theme ,  Love  all  our  Lays  employs , 

Parent  of  Heavenly  Verje ,  and  heavnly  Joys  ; 

With  numbers  foft  as  their  Defires, 

With  Words  and  Notes  which  J peak  their  Fires , 

He  warms  the  Tuneful  Throng. 

Then  the  Trumpets  play,  and  the  Kettle-Drums.  That  over, 
A*Lady  fings. 

\ 


Ceafe 
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Ceafe  your  Amorous  Pipes  and  Flutes , 

The  'Trumpet  for  the  Prize  difputes  ; 

The  Swains  mufk  liften  to  a  loftier  found, 

Tou  only  flatter  their  defpair , 

The  Trumpet  drives  away  their  Care, 

And  makes  'em  languish  for  a  nobler  wound* 
Sileno,  Hark  !  what  frightful  notes  l  hear. 

Which  Eccho  is  tormented  to  reply  ' 

The  trembling  Sheep  and  Shepherds  fly. 

The  Plain  and  Mountain  ft  ruck  with  deadly  fear* 
This  Clangor  fare  was  made  for  Death  ; 

Our  Pipes  and  Flutes  have  no  fuch  fatal  breath . 
They  eafe  our  Tains,  they  Jooth  our  Care  • 

Thefe  founds  woud  drive  us  to  Defpair  ? 

Forbear  the  dreadful  notes ,  forbear . 

Flutes  and  Hautboys  agalth 
Shepherd,  See,  the  trembling  Sheep  revive. 

The  Shepherds  Jeem  again  to  live* 
$hepherdfs.7fo/e  gentle  murmurs  fuit  our  Shades, 

And  heft  our  TaJJions  move  ; 

With  pity  they  infpire  our  Maids, 

And  teach  our  Touth  to  Love . 

Chorus.  Thefe  gentle,  &c. 

Hautboys  and  Flutes  again , 

Aur.  You  both  have  happily  perform’d  your  part. 
By  one  tranfported,  by  another  charm’d. 

You  both  excell’d  by  turns.  a  March  is  heard * 

Eud .  Again  the  noble  Clangor  rends  our  Caves, 

And  tells  us  our  Imperial  Gueft  is  nigh. 

This  the  important  hour  on  which  depends 
Our  lafting  Peace,  and  this  begins  with  (miles. 

Oh  may’t  not  prove,  as  we  have  fometimes  fecn, 

A  ftormy  noon  fucceed  a  chearful  morn  ? 

But  why  fhou’d  we  the  word  of  fortune  fear. 

Love  was  our  crime,  and  Love  is  matter  herei 


End  of  the  Second  Aff, 


Omneu 
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Scene  a  Hall  of  the  Palace,  Reprefenting  the 
Court  of  Pan. 

•  m  9 

% 

After  the  Song  of  Fame  is  over ,  Pan  rifes  ( while  the  Mufick  flays)  in  a 
Wood,  being  fev  era!  rows  of  Trees  illuminated •  All  the  Ail  or  s  on  the 
Stagey  A  Warlike  Tune > 

'  • 

Fame.^Tpifn)  rvondring  Worlds  I  Caefar worth  froclaimy 
JL  The  Nations  tremble  at  his  mighty  name  * 

My  hundred  Tougues  his  matchlefs  deeds  declare. 

In  Peace  his  Wijdom,  or  his  Force  in  War . 

Himfelf  at  reft,  my  Labours  never  ceafe 
To  fpread  his  Vertues,  or  in  War  or  Peace . 

Pan.  What  voice  is  this ,  to  me  unknown , 

What  noife,  which  in  the  Elyfian  Shades 
Dijlurbs  my  quiet  Reign  ? 

If  God  or  Goddefs,  hence  be  gone, 

Nor  vex  our  Touih,  nor  fright  our  Maids, 

But  leave  to  me  the  Plain  • 

I  know  thee  by  thy  hundred  Tongues, 

Thy  hundred  Ears,  and  thoufand  Eyes, 

To  Court  go  fing  thy  flattering  Songs , 

Among  the  Great  difperje  thy  Lyes, 

Nor  raife  Coufufion  in  our  peaceful  Land. 

And  you,  who  reign  with  Pan  below, 

AJcend  •  and  ye  who  rove  in  Wilds, 

Or  prefs  the  Vint, ;  or  watch  in  Fields, 

Who  lift  the  Crook ,  or  bend  the  Bow, 
m, Appear  at  my  Command. 

Satyr,  Shepherds,  Shepherdeffes ,  Baccha  ,  Hunters, 
HuntrelTes. 

Hunters  and  HuntrelTes. 

We  come  from  the  Mountain,  and  hunting  the  Fox. 

*  Shepherds  and  Shepherdeffes. 

And  we  from  the  Valley,  and  keeping  our  Flocks. 

Satyr.  I  come  from  the  For  eft,  and  plucking  up  Trees. 

Bacchanalian.  And  l  from  the  Wine-prejs,  and  fucking  fat  Lees. 
Chorus.  At  Pan  s  great  Command  we  leave  Working  and  Play, 

To  iv ait  on  his  call,  which  with  Joy  we  obey.  Ceres 
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Geres  afcends, 

Ceres.  Where  s  my  Pan,  my  Lord,  my  Love , 

Why  flies  he  from  the  Sacred  Grove , 

Why  flies  he  from  his  Ceres  arms, 

For  mortal  beauty,  leave  immortal  Charms  ? 

Pan.  One  of  the  Gods,  who  rule  on  Earth, 

Defcends  to  v'tfit  now  the  Plain  • 

For  him  webring  forth  all  our  mirth  ; 

For  him  too  fummon  you  your  Train „  A 

Our  Prefence  (hall  their  Rural  Triumphs  grace, 

And  with  celefiial  lu/lre  fill  the  place . 

Ceres.  Ye  Men  and  Maids,  who  cut  the  Ear r 
Or  bind  the  bounteous  Sheave, 

If  bo  reap  the  Golden  Meads  appear, 

A  while  your  Labour  leave ♦ 

Binders  and  Reapers. 

Reap.  Out  worlfat  an  end,  we 9  ll  awhile  go  to  flay , 

To  Binding  and  Reaping  a  much  better  way. 

This  Harvefi  thus  in,  for  the  next  we  will  Plow, 

.  And  if  we  expett  a  new  Crop  we  muft  Sow * 

Bind.  Not  fo  hafly,  youre  too  warm  $ 

Thus  all  Renters  for  a  year, 

When  they  mean  to  leave  a  Farm, 

Care  not  what  they  wear  or  tear. 

Come  ■  . — Man,  fince  you  arefo  / tout , 

Take  a  Leafe  ont,  and  be  merry. 

There  s  no  fear  you'll  wear  it  out, 

When  you  are  oblig'd  to  tarry . 

Reap.  Oh  talk  not  of  Leafes,  1  hate  'em,  my  Honey , 

Your  Copy  Lands  are  for  men  who  have  Money . 

Whin  I  rent  at  my  will,  1  can  do  as  Jpleafe  $ 

And  had  much  rather  Hold  by  another  mam  Leafe. 

Bind,  lou  and  1  fall  never  deal. 

Tut  an  end  then  to  the  ftrife, 

Give  me  both  your  Hand  and  Seal, 

And  the  Soil  is  yours  for  Life. 

Reap.  By  my  troth  ’ tis  too  hard,  as  the  Taxes  go 

When  my  Landlord  paid  all,  we  more  freely  could  fow  $ 
But  fince  Ihave  try' d  it,  and  know  how  [twill  bear, 

’ Tis  a  bargain  between  us , 

Bind.  For  Life. 

Reap.  For  a  Year . 

For  two  Voices. 

Pan  &  Ceres.  Plenty ,  mirth  and  gay  delights, 

Pleafant  days ;  and  blifsful  nights ; 

All  the fweets  of\Lcve  and  Peace j 
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Numerous  Flocks  and  large  Increafe , 

Ever  blefs  you,  Joy  attend  ye,  . 

Pan  and  Ceres  ft  ill  befriend  ye. 

While  they  defeend  Fame  appears.  The  Trumpet  founds. 

Fame.  Away  with  all  theft  fatal  Charms , 

Away  with  theft  deluding  Sounds , 

The  notes  that  rouz,e  the  fearful  Camp  to  Arms, 

That  from  the  Coward  drive  his  falfe  alarms. 

And  make  him  dauntlefs  look  on  death  and  wounds . 

Fame  to  thej  e  Woods  again  reft  ores. 

And  with  the  Emprors  potent  name  torments  the  laboring  Sh$res , 


While  the  Mufick  is  performing,  Arcadius  feems  to  talk  very  ear- 
neftly  with  Parmenio  and  Nicias . 

Eud.  Obferve,  Adraftm,  how  Arcadius  (hands 
Unmov’d  by  Harmony,  or  Artful  {hew : 

Ev’n  I  who  trembling  on  the  brink  of  fate. 

Behold  the  horrid  Precipice,  am  charm’d. 

What  cares  are  his  fuperiour  then  to  mine  ? 

Par.  The  Emp’ror,  weary’d  with  the  daysfatigue> 

Wills.,  that  all  leave  him  but  the  Prince  of  Thrace. 

\  Ex.  Om.  but  Arc.  Ad.  Par.  and Nic* 

Arc.  That  I  have  caufe  to  think  I  am  betray  d. 

This  wealth,  with  which  our  own  can  fcarce  compare 
Thefe  Tow’rs,  thefe  rich  Alcoves  ,  thefe  Gilded  Roofs, 

And  all  this  bright  magnificence  declare. 

Is  this  the  dwelling  of  a  private  Swain  ? 

This  the  retreat  of  diicontent  and  love  ? 

The  Mines  of  AJia,  and  the  Ethi&p  Sands, 

Scarce  in  the  courfe  of  ten  abundant  years, 

Produce  more  Treafures  than  my  Eyes  behold.. 

I  fee  you  know  the  Matter  of  this  place. 

Already  grown  his  confident  and  friend. 

You  have  your  fecrets  and  your  private  talk,  ‘ 

While  I  with  Fairy  Dance  and  Song  amus’d. 

Play  with  my  danger,  as  the  Pilot  fleers 

Tow’rds  the  fweet  Voice  which  tempts  him  to  the  Rock. 

Adr%  Yourfelf,  my  Lord,  difeover’d  firft  his  worth. 

You,  who  fo  foon  advanc’d  him  to  a  Throne, 

Might  well  expedt  th’  admiring  world  woul#gaze 
With  more  than  common  pleafure  on  the  man. 

Whom,  from  profoundeft  folitude,  you  chofe 

To  wear  a  Scepter,  and  to  fit  with  Kings.  .  ^ 

Arc .  This  folitude  fo  glorioufly  adorn'd, 

Thefe  Riches  hidden  in  a  Diamond  Cave, 

Light  umpt  a  Hermits  Faith, and  make  him  view 

The 


Th@  Empire  ©f  the  world  with  luftful  1m 
Nor  dropt  they  like  yon  gay  MaQbines  from 
Nor  is  it  painted  Wealth,  but  Maffy  Gold.  - 
Have  you  not  heard  him  boaft  his  high  defceiu. 
WhatPrincefs,  carelefs  of  her  Nuptial  Vow, 

Has  bred  this  Iffueof  polluted  Love, 

To  nourifli  Treafon  herej  and  prove  at  Taft 
Her  injur’d  Monarch’s  ruin,  and  his  ftiame? 

Air.  This  of  a  Prince  ?  and  underneath  his  Roof  \ 

Arc.  YouVe  touch  t,Sir,  and  would  tell  me  this  is  bafe 
Ingrate,  Inhofpitable,  and  unjuft, 

Your  Eyes  convieft  you,  and  your  glowing  Cheeks 
Burn  with  projected  Mifchiefs, 

But  Princes  muft  not  trifle  with  their  Fate, 

From  whence  this  Rural  prodigy  ?  What  Realm 
Cou’d  fpare  the  Treafurethat  fupportsthis  Coft? 
v  Air.  He  told  you  whence  himfelf, 

From  this  bleft  Land  where  Peace  and  Safety  dw§H* 
Where  no  projected  mifchiefs  e*re  were  form’d* 

No  Princefs,  carelefs  of  her  Nuptial  Vow, 

E’re  thought  to  wrong  her  Monarch,  or  prophaft® 

This  Vale  of  innocence  withlawlefs  love, 

Arc,  Thefecret  which  you  dare  not  truft  withfllfy 
Is  brooding  mifchiefs  of  the  blackeft  form# 

Prince  !  you’re  my  Prisoner  till  the  truth  i^knowm 
Air.  Is  this  the  fafety  of  an  EmpVors  Fa*&  I 
But  that  the  Crown  which  glitters  on  your  brow 
Commands  fubmiflion,  and  forbids  my  arm 
The  vengeance  to  a  Soveraigns  honour  due, 

Thefe  chains  ftiou’d  never  elie  affront  your  name, 

My  felf  wou  d  elfe  be  Guardian  of  your  Oath? 

And  force  you  to  be  juft. 

Arc.  Guards  !  till  you  hear  from  usobfervethe  Pnnee  j 
To  all  but  thofe  whom  we  allow  defend 
Admittance  near  him.  ’tis  our  lifes  concern.  £«•  ^»>C.  **’*«' 
Next  him,  by  whom  I  reign,  1  know  no  pow  r 
Superiour  to  my  own.  No  Judge,  who  unlit 
Declare  again!!  my  pleafure  that  is  wrong, 

Which  the  Imperial  word  pronounces  right. 

I  for  this  deed  can  anfwer  to  my  felf, 

The  world  muft  then  be  fatisfy’d. 

Tar.  ’Tis  evident,  the  Treafon’s  grown  mature. 

What  Intereft  has  Adrajlm  in  this  man  ? 

This  riling  Comet,  whofe  portentous  look 
To  Nations  threatens  ruin. 

Is  this  the  Manlion  of  a  Village,  Lord  i  L>  2 


Adr. 
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The  Roman  Chiefs,  in  their  triumphal  pride, 

Were  never  more  illuftrious  in  their  fports. 

Than  thole  ev’n  now  with  wonder  l  behold; 

The  Prince,  by  nature  turbulent  and  proud. 

Brooks  not  the  narrow  limits'  of  his  Thrace  ; 

With  envy  he  beheld  Byzantium's  wealth, 

When  for  his  Brother,  with  opprobrious  terms. 

He  wou’d  have  forc’d  your  Daughter  from  your  arms. 
Arc .  Oh  !  thou  haft  rous’d  a  fury  in  my  breaft. 
Which  ftings  me  worfe  than  Scorpions  fiery  tongues. 
Why  didft  thou  name  my  Daughter  ?  Ihe  wasonce' 
The  bleffing  of  my  Youth, 

The  glory  of  my  Court, 

The  faireft  produtft  of  Pulcherias  Love  • 

But  now  a  wanderer  in  feme  barren  Climej 
Driv’n  by  my  cruelty  to  fpend  her  Spring, 

With  a  vile  ravifher  in  want  and  pain. 

Par .  ’Tis  time,  my  Lord,  to  think  of  this  no  more* 
What  we  can’t  help  we  muft  with  patience  bear. 

And  when  you’re  thus  by  threatning  dangers  preft. 
Look  forwards  to  prevent  the  future  ills. 

Arc .  What  wou’d’ft  thou  that  we  do  ?  I  yet  can  fee 
No  ills,  but  fuch  as  from  fulpicion  rife* 

Perhaps  as  Idle  as  Adraftui  threats. 

Par .  In  Eowe/twas  vqhifper’d  that  B)zanthm\  Streets 
With  Thracian  Captains  (warm’d,  and  Thracian  arms, 
Your  feTf  has  heard  the  lUimours  which  have  lpread. 
Of  Armies  on  the  Borders  to  revenge 

An  injur’d  Brother,  true - the  rumours  dy’d. 

But  ft  ill  the  Injury,  as  they  tell  you,  lives. 

Arc.  Again,  thy  juft  reproaches  rack  my  Soul 
To  what  wou’d’ft  thou  perl  wade  me  ? 

Par.  To  be  fate. 

The  bufmefsofmy  days,  my  nightly  care 
Is  to  prefer ve  you  from  the  ftrokes. 

Of  fuch  as  dare  not  meet  you  in  the  Field.  .  * 

Arc.  What  plots  haft  thou  difeover’d .?  . 

Par.  None,  my  Lord  ? 

Howe’er,  I  thought  it  ftcange  to  fee  the  Prince  :' 
Abandon  Ihrace9  and  hear  Amintors  name 
So  often  chanted  in  your  ears  with  praile: 

Nor  were  his  Friends  contented  till  their  pray’rs  , 
Extorted  from  your  bounty  what  *tis  plain. 

They  meant  to  take  without  your  gift,a  Crown. 

Why,  when  this  Journey  was  at  firft  propos'd. 
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Were  there  fuch  reafoni  giv’n  you  to  adjourn 
The  vifjc,  or  dtifwade  you  from't  }  And  when  ' 

He  faw  you  wou’d  not  liften  to  him.  Why 
Mu  ft  he  be  foremoft,  was  he  not  afraid, 

His  friends  might  be  fur  priz'd,  or  unprepar’d. 

It  may  be  only  Fancy,  but  if  e’re 
My  Loyalty  forefaw  a  black  defign. 

And  was  of  fervice  to  your  Empire,  now 
This  very  hour,  the  wit  of  Hell’s  at  work. 

And  you’re  the  deftin’d  Victim. 

Arc.  Heav'n!  hefhakes 

With  honeft  fears,  do  with  me  what  thou  wilt. 

Well  to  the  City/arm  the  Roman  bands. 

And’  ftorm  the  Palace  in  the  face  of  noon. 

Air.  No,  ’tis  not  worth  your  care,  command  your  Guards 
To  feize  on  every  Poft  which  may  oppofe 
Affiftance  from  the  Province.  This  at  firft 
They  muft  with  utmoft  fecrecy  perform  • 

While  I  by  promis’d  Tortures  and  Rewards, 

*  Difcover  from  Amintcr  s  Slaves,  how  long 

Their  Lord  has  known  the  Prince  of  Thrace ,  and  whence 
Their  Mafter,  and  this  Mafs  of  Riches  came. 

Arc.  Be  careful  of  my  name,  nor  let  the  world 

Re-enter  Nic. 

Report  my  Hoft  inful  ted  by  his  Guefl, 

On  groundlefs  Talcs,  and  vifion  ary  Fears. 

Ill  give  directions  to  my  Guards :  Tho  reft 

Is  left  to  thee.  Be  wife.  Ex.  Ale. 

Par.  Be  fo  yourfelf,  fond  Emp’ror  / 

Was  not  your  Reafon  clouded  by  your  fears, 

The  Tyrant  paffionof  your  Soul,  you  foon 
Wou’d  fee  thro  all  my  airy  Plots ;  and  Truth 
And  Innocence  won’d  Ihine  like  perfect  day. 

Well,  Nicias  !  thou,  I  know  art  pleas’d  to  fee 
The  hour,  for  which  we  oft  have  wifln  to  find.- 
The  Lord  of  Greece  from  Foreign  Counfels  free, 

Confents  to  hear  his  Friends,  and  own  their  Love. 

How  fuits  Confinement  with  Adrafius ,  Cay  ? 

Does  he  not  rage,  and  like  a  Forreft  Boar 
Entangled  in  the  Snare,  by  raging  dole 
The  toil  the  fafteronTim. 

Nic.  Yes ! 

A  while;  his  wild  refentment  threaten’d  War, 

And  with  injurious  words,  denounc’d  to  Greece 
Eternal  Enmity  :  But  moft  to  you. 

The  Emp’ror  and  tlfe  Empire’s  ruin.  This 


,  .  ■  fta) 

I!§  oft  repeated  in  outrageous  Phrafe* 

And  darted  from  his  Eyes  avengeful  fires, 

Par,  I  laugh  to  hear  him  talk  of  War  in  Chains* 
His  Fury’s  impotent,  his  Sword  is  mine,  * 

He  lives,  but  till  my  Love  has  full  revenge. 

And  reacht  Tbjlante  s  Image  in  his  heart. 

Oh!  thou  remembreft  when  the  cruel  Maid, 

Deaf  to  my  fighs,  and  beediefs  of  my  tears, 
Profufely  on  him  laviiht  guilty  fmiles. 

And  fpurn’d  me  from  her  feet  with  utmoft  fcorn, 
Thecurft  remembrance  of  that  fhamefiri  hour. 

Is  fatal  to  my  Foe - -  He  dies. 

Nor  can  Jrcadius  fave  him ,  *tis  too  late  $ 

Tho  as  he's  won’t,  he  fhou’d  this  minute  change. 

His  breach  of  Treaty’s  nereto  be  compos’d. 

But  to  be  fafe,  the  Prince  of  Thrace  muft  dye, 

N/V.  Or  Greece  muft  perifh  by  intefiine  broils. 
Brothers  by  Brothers  fail,  and  Friends  by  Freinds, 

\  Which  to  prevent — - - 

Par.  Ay  Niclas ,  that’s  my  task. 

To  hinder  this  the  Thracian  Prince  muft  bleed, 

The  Emp'ror  feize  his  State, 

Nic .  For  what  l 
Par .  That’s  left 

To  me,  and  if  my  Vengeance  proves  fo  weak, 

It  can’t  find  reafons  for  his  death,  ’tis  juft 
My  wrongs  unpuniiht  fhould  be  (till  my  ihame, 

I  know  thee,  faithful  Nicias ,  that  with  thee 
My  moft  important  fecrets  are  fecure. 
jimlntor ,  or  whatever  elfehe  s  fill'd. 

When  his  Friends  fafety  calls,  perhaps  may  arm 
The  Province  h’as  obtain'd,  but  wfiat  he  meant 
Of  fervice  to  the  Prince  fhall  prove  his  doom. 

The  Romm  Gu  ards  at  feverai  Pofts  are  plac’d, 

To  quell  the  Village  Tumults  in  their  rife. 

Thy  charge,  ofhigheft  moment,  is  within  j 
Let  none  without  the  Imperial  Signet  fee 
Adraf.w,  "twill  enrage  him  yet  the  more, 

And  that  the  more  encreafe  the  Emp’rors  fears. 

On  which  my  hopes  depend.  Enter  Eud.  and  Aica* 
;  Nc\  My  Lord,  our  Hoft. 

Far,  Retire,  expe<5fcahon 
Infir  tnftipns  further  from  me. 

My  buftnefs  now  is  not  with  him,  but  yet 
'  1  is  criminal  r$  1  ove  the  man  I  hate.  Ex,  Par.  e^Nic. 

•  ‘  ■  ...  •  Iskli: 


Eud, 
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Eud.  Confin’d,  without  my  knowledge,  in  my  houft, 

Againft  the  faith  of  Nations  and  of  Leagues  ,* 

From  thee  who  never  didft  deceive  me.  This 
Wou’d  fcarce  be  credible,  but  that  the  looks 
Of  him,  who.  there  avoided  us,  declare 

The  guilt  of  wicked  Counfels,  and  confirm  Enter  Aurelia- 

Thy  juft  report,  and  make  our  danger  fure. 

Oh  my  Aurelia  !  /  7  * 

*  Aur.  Tell  me  why  that  figh? 

Is  it  for  me  thy  nature’s  on  the  rack  ? 

Forme,  that thefe  Convulfions fhake thy  SouL 
Oh  let  me  fliare  the  anguifh  of  thy  mind 
Say— We  muft  dye  Alas !  I  know  we  muft, 

And  in  my  Crime  re joyce,  my  Love  of  thee. 

Fate  in  thy  Brother  has  begun  her  fpoils. 

Our  Lot  I  know  is  next. 

Eud.  Oh  ceafe  thy  tears. 

And  if ’tis  in  thy  heart  to  love  me  lefs. 

In  pity  to  us  both  attempt  it  now  : 

For  while  I  fee  thee  thus  endearing  kind, 

I  grow  a  Coward,  and  cou’d  wifh  to  live. 

Think  of  the  Glories  thou  haft  left,  the  worlds 
That  would  have  kneei’d  before  thee  but  for  me. 

Think  of  the  heats  chat  oft  have  parcht  thy  limbs. 

The  tedious  nights  which  we  have  liv'd  in  Snow, 

The  Tempefts  which  have  toft  thee  on  the  Main, 

The  hateful  Exile  thou  haft  fuice  endur’d, 

The  terrours  that  affauit  thee.  Think  o»  this. 

And  then  behold  me  as  the  caufe  of  all. 

Aur.  Oh!  I  for  ever  cou’d  behold  thee  thus. 

For  ever  feaft  my  longing  eyes  on  thine 
Thee,  the  laft  objed  that  Shall  blefs  their  Kayes, 

And  give  my  parting  Soul  a  tafte  of  heav’n  ,* 

For  heav’n,  they  tqll  us,  is  but  perfetft  Love, 

And  mines  perfection  when  I  look  on  thee. 

Eud.  Why,  when  my  care  prefag  cl  this  dreadful  hour 
Why  did  my  Brother  bring  us  hopes  of  peace. 

Or  that  thy  Father  would  forgive  our  flight. 

When  thou  the  darling  of  his  age  were’t  found  ? 

Oh  thou  art  found  to  him,  but  loft  to  me. 

The  fatal  fecret’s  known,  my  Friend  in  Chains, 

ThiSjthis,  Aureliajzcks me  worfe  than  Wheels; 

I’ve  liv’d  a  Slave  too  long,  a  worthlefs  Slave , 

I’ve  feenmy  Brother  injur’d  to  my  face. 

Ana  Patient  of  his  bonds  expe&my  own* 

Woud  I  in  Thrace  have  fuffefd  tbiffrom  Kings  ? 


My 


My  houfe  by  Foreign  powVs  prophanU 
Has  he  then  mockt  me  with  a  Soveraigns  name, 

The  word  that  faid  it  was  the  voice  of  Eieav’n 
Pronounc’d  by  him,  and  here’tis  mine  to  Reign  ? 

Oh,  had  th’  Arabian  Hoft  beheld  me  thus. 

Thus  paflive  in  my  wrongs,  they  ne’re  had  fled 
From  Thracian  Arms,  nor  (hunn’d  the  Vidors  Sword* 
Aur.  Ceafe  the  remembrance  of  that  glorious  day, 
Talk  not  of  War,  your  bufinels  is  with  Love* 

Eud.  My  bufinetsis  with  Death  ? 

Aur.  Oh  !  fpeak,  my  Lord, 

You  think  too  much  on  things  which  long  arepaft. 
I'll  to  my  Father,  tell  him  of  our  Loves. 

Eud.  And  be^  him,  wou’dft  thou  not  to  let  us  live, 
By  Heav’n,  I  fcorn  to  owe  my  Life  to  one, 

Who  can’t  defend  his  own. 

Til  give  mv  Brother  liberty  or  dye. 

Nor  woud  I  yield  to  live  till  he  is  free  ? 

Alcandtr  to  Dametas - Let  him  know 

Our  danger,  ’tis  enough,and  tell  his  Friends 
That  it  we  want  their  aid,  they  be  prepar’d  Ex.  Alc= 
Come,  my  Aurelia  /  See,  my  Fury’s  o’re. 

And  I  am  gentle  now  as  Lovers  dreams. 

Aur .  With  you  indeed  ’cis  but  a  dream  to  love, 
Which  waking,  you  forget,  or  blu/hto  own. 

Off — -Off — I  dare  not  gase,  for  never  man 
Could  look  fo  much  like  truth,  and  be  fo  falfe. 

Eud .  Oh  why  this  language,  to  my  ear  unknown,* 
By  thee  too  left,  Fm  v? retched  then  indeed. 

Come - While  this  minute  is  our  own,  and  whofc 

The  next  (hall  be,  or  where  we  next  /hall  meet. 

Is  only  known  to  Fate.  While  this  is  ours. 

Come  —  Let  us  fpend  it  like  the  reft  in  love.  * 

Aar.  That  word  from  thee’slike  founds  of  empty  air* 
Love  always  beft  is  in  obedience  feen, 

Had  I  been  dear  to  thee,  thou  ne’re  hadft  thought 
Of  War,  nor  mention'd  it  againft  my  Will, 

And  who’s  this  Foe  with  whom  thou  wou’d’ft  contend 
The  Father  of  thy  Wife, 

Thy  Emp’ror  and  thy  Gueft. 

From  thee  by  Guards  and  Troops  of  Slaves  CecuFd* 
And  what  wcu  d!ft  thou  oppoife  to  this,  a  band 
Of  Village  Heroes  arm'd  with  Crooks  and  Staves, 
Wei'tthou  in  Thrace ,  thy  Armies  on  their  march 
Led  on  by  thee  and  Greece ,  the  deftin  d  Prise. 

Deft  think  thy  Feudatory  Realm,  a  Match 
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For  the  great  Empire  of  the  world. 

Had  I  been  dear  to  thee,  as  thou  hall  fworn. 

Thou  wou’d’d  not  to  offend  me  adt  like  one 
Whom  Reafon  hasforfook. 

Eud.  Was  I  in  Thrace ,  my  Armies  on  their  march. 

And  the  great  Empire  of  the  world  the  Prize, 

Thus  govern’d,  I  Jhould  think  of  Philip' s  Son, 

Who  with  a  cliolen  few  fubdu’d  the  Eall, 

And  made  the  proud  Euphrates  flow  with  Blood. 

But  in  this  peaceful  Region,  where  I  fee 
A  Prize  much  fairer  than  the  fubje&  World, 

What  wou’d  I  not  ? 

Aur.  Thy  Eyes  fpeak  what  thou  wou’d’d,  and  they  are  truth. 
They  force  belief  beyond  a  thoufand  Oaths. 

We  wander  in  the  dark,  milled  by  fear  ,• 

For  was  the  fecret  known,  thy  felf  wou’d  firft 
My  Fathers  Vengeance  feel,  if  Vengeance  dill 
Is  in  his  bread  referv’d  ,•  of  him  inform’d. 

For  what  Adrafius differs,  you  may  then ; 

Or  arm,  or  fixe  for  Peace,  as  we  refolve. 

Eud.  We  all  difpute  in  vain  with  what  we  love. 

I’ll  to  Arcadius ,  fhew  him  how  this  deed 
Will  ever  be  injurious  to  his  Fame. 

Thou  to  Thylante ,  and  forget  thy  griefs. 

To  leffen  hers,  who  now  abounds  in  woe. 

Thefe  dangers  cannot  long  our  Loves  moled, 

*For  death  or  pardon  foon  mud  bring  us  red  .  Ex*  Qrnnesi 

End  of  the  Third  Aft* 


ACT  IV. 


Scene  an  Apartment  before  that  where  Adrafbis 

is  confin’d. 

« 

Aurelia/ Phylante,  Sileno,  Myrtilla,  &c» 

Aur .  '  \  X  T  Here  will  your  forrow  lead  you  ?  Can  your  tears^ 
VV  Ore  doors  of  Brafs  prevail,  or  Marble  Wall*, 

Or  Savage  man,  lefs  flexible  than  thefe  ? 

Thy.  T'is  yet  imperfect  night,  and  all  is  hufhc, 

As  if  her  time  was  fpent,  and  day  was  nigh. 

What  mean?  this  early  quiet,  when  our  (hades, 

E 


Con- 
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Converted  to  a  Court,  fhou’d  ring  with  noife, 
v  Which  waits  on  Princes,  and  proclaims  their  ftate  ? 
The  hours  that  labour  with  our  Fate  are  vext 
To  bring  the  dreadful  iiTue  forth,  and  lag 
Behind  their  courfe.  Forgive  me,  I  am  rude. 

My  fenfes  wand  ring  make  me  hear  your  words, 

•  As  things  which  came  not  from  a  Friend  like  you. 
Aur.  To  {peak  you  comfort,  is  I  know  in  vain. 

Ail  Counfel  in  excefs  of  trouble  s  loft. 

But  what  can  you  propofe  by  coming  here  ; 

Tis  death  for  thefe  to  let  you  fee  the  Prince; 

Or  was  it  not,  while  you  believe  him  fafe, 

A  minutes  abfence  you  may  well  endure. 

VhyL  An  age  for  you  I  fuffer’d  with  content. 

An  age  of  abfence  for  my  friend  ;  but  then 
1  thought  him  fafe,  and  wou’d  not  wifh  for  more. 

My  eyes  havefeen  him  fince,  the  pleafure’s  new. 

And  £  again  mult  fee  him,  or  I  dye. 

Am.  You  will,  on  us  th‘  impending  ftorm  will  fall. 
With  us  the  Emp'rors  wrath  will  end,  with  us 
His  bounds  and  your  defpair  will  be  no  more. 

rhjl.  For  you  my  heart  weeps  blood  as  well  as  him . 
My  Pity  thus  divided,  fcarce  can  tell 
Where  fir  ft  (he  (hould  her  mournful  office  pay. 

She’s  usJd  to  vifit  you,  the  ftranger  claims 
His  debt,  and  with  a  voice  which  will  be  heard. 

Am.  You’ve  rcafon,  Was  it  in  your  pow*r  to  a<ft. 
The  Guards  remov’d,  the  reft  you  might  o'recome. 

Soft  mu (ick  begins  berey  and  continues  till  the  other  is 
’Phyl.  And  thefe  we’ll  conquer  with  the  reft,  if  Tis 
In  Numbers,  or  in  Notes  to  win  on  man. 

We’ll  move  their  hearts  to  liften  to  our  pray  r. 

And  when  they’re  moft  defen celefs  tempt  their  faith, 
Aur.  On  Souls  difpos’d  to  yield  you  may  fucceed, 

But  few  will  venture  where  the  crime  is  death. 

This  fooner  will  betray  'em  from  their  truft. 

My  Fathers  Signet  which  I  brought  from  Greece , 

That  ferv’d  us  in  our  flight,  if  pray'rs  fhould  fail. 
Produce  it.  as  the  Emp’rors  dread  command. 

Be  fpeedy  in  your  Enterprize,  and  learn 
From  whence  this  violence  arofe,  and  how 
We  may,  if  poffible,  prevent  its  growth. 

Thy.  Tis  fatal  to  expofe  this  Signet  here,  ** 

But  ftill  more  fatal  to  remain  in  doubt. 

HI  try  by  (ofter  means  to  make  my  way, 

This  tire  Uft  method  I’llattempt  to  ufe. 


Ex.  Aur. 
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Aar.  I  fee  'us  time  to  leave  you,  and  to  hearn 
Will  life  my  vows  to  profperyour  defign 
PtyL  Ye  fair  companions  of  my  better  days! 

Come  ,  minifter  your  aid  in  my  diflrefs, 

And  with  your  tuneful  airs  compofe  my  mind. 

She  lies  on  a  Couch ,  Mufick  flays  louder 9  Scene  oper.s  and  discovers  Ni- 

cias  and  Guards  waiting  on  ^Vdraflus 


Shepherdefs. 

Nderneath  a  Gloomy  Shade , 

By  an  ant  lent  Poplar  made ,  * 

While  the  Zephyrs  round  her  play> 

Cl  or  is  thus  complaining  lay , 

Where  phalli  Philander /W  ? 

Eccho  anjwerd  her ,  behind. 

Thrice  flu  turnd  and faw  ’ twas  falfe, 

Curfing  Eccboes  lying  tales , 

Thus  fie  mourn  d  again ,  and  faid. 

Where  is  my  Philander  fled  ? 

From  his  Blocks ,  his  Friends  and  Me  ; 

When  flail  I  my  Lover  ft ?e, 

Whither  turn  to  find  him  out  ? 

Eccho  anjwer’d  her,  About. 

Shepherd.  By  Eccho  that  mockt,  on  a  Bank  fie  reclines , 

Refolvd  ne're  to  trufi  her  complaint  to  the  winds  ^ 

Till  Cupid,  who  pity* d  her  Sorrow  and  Tears y 
On  the  wings  of  a  Dove  to  aflifl  her  appears . 

Cupid \s  feen  the  Air. 

Gupid .  Ewe  defends  at  your  complaint , 

He  wlpo  knows  what  rnoft  you  want , 

Bidsyou  to  the  Cave  repair , 

Wher  e  you  us'd  to  vent  your  care , 

Tou  flail Jjpd your  Lover  there .  • 

Bound  hy  mighty  Pan  he  lies , 

Piercing  with  his  grief  the  Skies. 

There  with  your  Companions  go. 

Try  what  Vvrgin  Songs  will  do. 

The  force  of  Tout  h  and  Beauty  try , 

And  Pan  will  yield  as  well  as  L 
Shepherd,  Well  go  the  Cave  where  the  Shepherd  in  Chains' 

Lies  wrongfully  punifl*dfor  Crimes  he  abhors  ;  > 

With  our  Layes  well  endeavour  to  lejfen  hit  pains , 

And  pleafe  him  withfinging  the  name  he  adores . 

’Tis  Cloris,  who  loves  him ,  the  Cloris  he  loves , 

Who  mufl  ufe  all  her  art  to  obtain  him  relief  5 

Sat- 
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But  JW//  uje  it  in  vain,  for  her  Harmony  moves 
Rocks  only  and  Trees ,  and  the  Tyrant's  fill  deaf 

Shepherded  Happy,  ever  happy  we, 

Coud  we  fee  Philander /w. 

Love,  the  hefi  and  fweetejl  Care f 
Is  our  only  Torment  here • 

TheGhoft  of  Orpheus  arifes. 

Ghoflof.  Orpheus.  Jn  vain,  fair  Nymph,  with  your  Celeftial  art, 
Tou  firive  to  move  a  Mortal  *  heart. 

Evn  I,  whoje  Mufick  hujht  the  roar  of  Hell} 

And  made  her* Fiends  forget  their  Pains, 

When  not  one  hideous  groan,  nor  yell , 

Was  heard  throughout  the  Stygian  Plains , 

Whofe  voice  to  things  infenfible  was  known. 

And  dancing  Woods  confeft  its  wondrous  powr  • 

I  ne  re  could  humane  rage  repel. 

But  by  the  Monfiers  fury  fell, 

Which  often  does  her  firfi  begot,  and  darling  Sons  devour^ 
Ceafe  your  Heavenly  notes  a  while, 

Tou  will  foon  your  Lover  Jee, 

Keep  your  Songs  till  fate  jhall [mile. 

Fate  has  told  you  this  by  me. 

Chorus.  Hafte,  ye  happy  minutes ,  hafte, 

To  Cl  oris  her  Lover  reft  ore  ; 

And  grant  us,  ye  Gods ,  when  this  danger  is  paft ^ 

That  Pan  may  torment  us  no  more . 

Nic.  ’Tis  all  Enchantment,  everything  I  fee. 

And  hear,  and  meet  traniports  me,  or  I  dream,- 
Or  I  have  feen  that  Angel  form  before,* 

A  fairer  fure  I  never  faw,  nor  heard 
Such  founds  in  Greece ,  where  firft  the  Lyre  wasftrung.  - 
Phy .  You  feem  fur priz’d  .* 

Nic .  And  who  without  furprize 
Can  hear  fuch  harmony,  or  look  on  you. 

1  thought  in  woods  to  meet  with  none  but  Nymphs 
Of  humble  make,  and  here  I  find  a  choire 
*  Of  Beauties,  who  may  well  adorn  a  Court.- 
Phy .  This  language  in  a  Soldier  we  excufe. 

Their  words,  like  their  profeffion,ihould  be  roughs  , 

And  when  youfpeak  us  fair,  we  women  think  »' 
fTis  meant  to  do  us  wrong. 

Nic .  To  fuch  as  you, 
sTis  equally  impoffible  to  fpeafc 
In  harlher  phrafe,  vor  mean  to  do  you  wrong. 

Phya  If  by  your  talk  I  might  your  temper  guefs,  - 
I  rather  fliould  believe  you’d  help  our  Sex, 
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That  begg’d  afervice  of  you,  tho  it  lookt 
Like  danger,  than  difmifs  'em  with  reproach. 

Nic,  For  you,  whate’er  you  ask, by  heav’n !  ’tis  done, 

My  Matter's  honour,  and  his  life  lecur’d. 

Phy ,  My  bufmefs  is  within. 

N/V.  Ha!  I’m  betray’d. 

Madam,  my  Oath’s  ftill  unprofan’d  and  you - 

Phy,  Deny’d - what  lets  could  I  expectt  from  man. 

Than  with  one  breath  to  fwear,  and  be  forfworn. 

Nici  My  Matters  honour,  and  his  life  fecur’d, 

1  fwear  again,  whate’re  you  ask,  ’tis  done. 

Phy .  How  if  I  faw  the  Prince,  wou’d  that  concern 
Your  Matters  honour  or  his  fafeey? 

Nic,  Both. 

His  honour  in  my  breach  of  his  Command,  ' 

His  fafety  in  my  ferving  of  his  Foe.  Shews  the  Sigmh 

Phy .  This  then  is  his  command. 

N/V.  Which  I  obey. 

Phy ,  Itry’dyour  Loyalty,  and  found  you  true; 

The  Royal  word  that  order’d  this,  forbids 

Such  liberty  to  all  but  me.  Be  juft.  Enter  Parm; 

Par.  Is  that  the  apartment  of  the  Thracian  Prince  ? 

Nic,  Yes.  * 

Par,  Or  my  Eyes  deceive  me,  or  I  faw 
A  woman  enter  there. 

Nic.  You  did,  my  Lord. 

Par .  By  whofe  command  ? 

Nic .  The  Emp’rors,  fhe  produc'd 
His  Signet. 

Par,  ’Tis  impoffible/ 

But  now 

We  parted,  and  fince  laft  I  faw  thee,  none 
Have  been  allow’d  to  fee  him  but  my  fell. 

Confufion  ’  he  has  cheated  me,  or  thou 

Art  by  fome  idle  tale  abus'd,  I'll  know 

The  meaning  of  this  Riddle,  and  by  whom 

Thy  truth  has  been  debauch’d.  WhM  Enter,  &  tsjkpt.. 

Nic.  My  Lord  forbear^ 

To  you  this  liberty  Imuft  defend. 

The  Imperial  Licence  reaches  only  her. 

Par .  Ohlnfoience!  art  thou  too  of  their  plot?.? 

Let  me  no  more  be,  call’d  the  Emp  rors  friend 
If  I  forget  this  Injury. 

Nic,  YourfelL 

Permitted  only  fuch  to  pafs>  as  brought; 


My  Matters  Signet ;  ffi'e  was  firft,  and  I 
Have  fworn  to  fee  the  Emp’rors  word  obey  a. 

If  pray  Vs  or  charms  .that  would  have  melted  Rotks* 
Coud  have  feduc’d  me  from  my  truft.  To  thefe 
Llooner  Md  fubmirted  than  to  threats. 

She  tempted  every  fence  to  try  my  Faith, 

My  Ears  with  Mufick,  that  might  match  the  Spheres, 

My  Eyes  with  (miles  that  wouxl  have  won  onPriefts,, 

And  forc’d  a  Hermit  to  forget  his  Vow. 

Par.  From  wtince  thefe  racking  thoughts  ?.  it  cannot  be. 
I.tremMe  yet,  as  if  my  fears  were  true  ; 

Amidft  their  fporrs  a  Virgin  I  beheld. 

Who  kern’d  the  -Goddels  of  their  mirth,  and  facia. 

Was  Ihe,  her  Beamy.and  her  Art  eonfpir’d 
Alike,  to  triumph  o’re  Mankind. 

Hadft  thou  ne’re  feen  this  Lady  ?  I  grow  mad’ 

Tis  all  Extravagance. 

l<fkt  My  Lord,  I  gaz!d 
So  much,  and  with  fiich  pjeafnre,  I  began 
To  think  I  might  have  feen  .her  oft  in  Greece. 

Far.  Where  ? 

Nic.  In  Byzantium., 

With  the  Princefs. 
farm.  Ha  ! 

K thou  cou’dft,  unconcern’d,  imagin  this* 

Tho  reafon  is  againft  me,  what  I  feel 
Confirms  my  jealoufies,  and  thy  report. 

Six  years  the  Princefs  has  been  loft,  and  Fame 
Not  once  has  nam’d  the  place  to  which  fhe  fled. 

Alartiatt,  the  Captain  of  Arcadius  Guards* 

Convey’d  her  ,*  him  I  ftill  remember  well. 

True— Thefe  are  wanderers,  but  they  rofe  from  Flocks 

And  Herds  to  govern  men - Befides,  I  ne’re 

Have  met  Amlntor  tillxI  came  to  Rome.  « 

Why*  when  the  Emp’ror  of  the  Eaft  defeends 
To  grace  this  Manfton  with  his  prefence,  why 
Mutt  fhe  be  fick  at  this  unlucky  hour  ? 

Who  owns  it,  and  of  whom  we  heard  fuch  talk.* 

Sure,  any  one  but  he  I  ferve,  had  gueft 

EVe  now.  What  Treafure  could  fupport  this  coft, 

’Tis  plain,  this  Lady  Nicias  is  the  fame. 

For  whom  the  Prince  of  Thrace  remains  in  bonds. 

And  in  eternal  bonds  muff  foon  be.  laid. 

Nk.  My  Lord,  you’ve  rais’d  fufpicions  in  my  breaft* 
Which  make  me  wonder  we  could  err  fo  long. 

Phyl.  cuffes  the  Stage  as  from  Adralf  u$. 
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Tar.  Then  I  will  fee.  Diftradtion !  I  am  fixe. 

My  Limbs forfake  me  ;  what  is  this  but  Love? 

And  who  is  fhe  that  awes  me  thus  unfefen  ? 

Vhylante  !  coming  from  my  Rivals  arms : 

Ye  Furies,  can  I  fancy  this  and  live  ? 

Time  flies  on  nimble  Wings,  and  I  muft  hafte. 

Thou  know’ll  of  what  importance  ’tis  to  me 
And  thee,  whofe  Fortune  wholly  lives  on  min. 

That  fince  we  have  Adraftut  in  our  power, 

We  ne’er  may  be  in  his  - - And  if  at  lad 

Arcadius  knows  the  fee  ret  we  fufpe<ft. 

Let  this  fecure  us  both,  and  all  the  fpoils  Givtf 

Of  i brace  in  equal  portions  lhall  be  ours. 

The  Emp’ror  lhall  believe  he  gave  the  blow 
Himfelf,  and  freed  from  him,  fuppofe  the  word, 

«  The  Princefs  with  her  pardon  will  be  pleas'd. 

Nic.  All  but  my  being,  to  your  gift  I  owe. 

Convinc’d,  that  if  Adraftus  fcapes  us  now, 

Not  only  you,  my  Lord,  but  I  muft  fall. 

Which  bed  inftru&s  me  what  to  do.  Ent .  Em%  & 

Tarn*.  Enoughs -  r 

The  Emp’ror;we  from  him  muft  keep  our  doubts, 

For  he  with  rapture  would  receive  the  news. 

And  we  ftiould  a 61  in  vain. 

Arc.  What  further  is  difeover'd,  is  our  Hod 
In  league  for  our  deftrudtion  with  the  Prince, 

Or  holds  he  guilty  Commerce  with  our  Foes? 

Par.  You  bed  can  tell  what  Commerce,  Sir, he  holds 
Yourtydings  are  of  later  date  than  mine. 

Arc.  You  fpeak  in  fables,  has  your  Wifdotn  found 
New  plots,  or  are  you  weary  of  the  old. 

Farm.  Whom  you  approve,  my  Lord,  at  leaft  in  me 
'Twere  folly  to  condemn.  Perhaps  my  zeal 
Already  has  tranfported  me  too  far  ? 

Arc.  Our  danger  is  your  fport  jwhat  means  this  change  ? 
Have  you  betray'd  me  to  commit  a  deed. 

Outrageous  to  the  fan&ity  of  Crowns. 

And  would  you  when  you  fee  your  weaknelf, throw 
The  fhame  on  us.  No  more,  I  am  not  now 
Difpos’d  to  play  with  what  concerns  our  life 
Or  honour. 

Par.  We  have  neafon  to  believe. 

You  think,  my  Lord,  that  you  are  fafe  in  both. 

The  Lady,  who  this  minute  left  the  Piince, 

Whofe  word  cou’d  pafs  where  mine  was  hearl  like  wind. 

She  doubdefs  has  convinc’d  you  you  are  fafe. 

Ar& 
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Arc.  What  Lady  ?  Still  you  keep  me  on  the  Rack? 

Who's  this  that  has  ufurpt  fuch  mighty  power? 

Tar.  The  pow'r  was  yours,  your  Signet  licenc'd  all. 

Arc.  My  Signet  ?fee  ’tis  here  —  Nor  have  I  feen 
A  humane  Face  but  theie  fince  thine. 

Tar.  Your  Guards 

Will  tell  you  what  has  paft  of  late.  I  faw 
A  Woman  enter,  and  the  Signet  (hewn. 

Nic.  &  Guard  s.  My  Lord,  'twas  yours,  your  Signet. 

Arc .  Trealon  all. 

Ml  have  you  to  the  Wheel,  your  Tongues  will  then 
Speak  Truth.  >  u 

Par.  My  Lord,  their  truth  deferves  reward,' 

And  thofe  the  torture  who  abus’d  your  name. 

Arc.  Excufe  me,  by  thy  Friend/hip  ’tis  I  live. 

They  cou’d  not  fteel  it  from  me. 

Par.  Not  fo  foonr 

This  mifchief  muft  be  old,  and  form’d  in  Greece. 

The  Signet  wrought  by  yours  to  be  produc’d 
On  all  extremities,  their  Plots  fliould  want. 

1  wdu’d  have  enter’d,  and  have  feen  by  whom 
This  trick  was  manag'd,  but  your  Guards  were  told. 

The  Imperial  Warrant  reacht  to  none  but  her. 

Arc.  All  falfhood  •Nicias,  keep  your  charge  fecure, 

When  fafety  is  reftor’d  us  with  the  day. 

We'll  leave  this  place  of  horror,  and  inflid 
Thofe  pains  at  leifure,  which  their  crimes  require. 

The  Roman  Senate  (hall  the  Tray  tors  Judge.  Enter  Eud, 

Well,  Sir,  you  feem  to  have  affairs  of  hafte. 

Which  claim,  immediate  Audience  :  fo  have  we. 

Who’s  this  without  our  leave,  prefumes  to  wear 
The  Seal  of  Empire,  which  alone  is  ours,* 

And  in  our  name  to  vifit  him,  whom  thefe 
In  ftri<ft  Confinement  hold? 

•  End.  My  Lord, 

Deceit's  a  ftranger  to  this  place,  but  where 
Ourbufmefs  calls  us,  we  wou’d  think  at  lead 
This  houfe  was  free,  the  reft  I  owe  to  you. 

In  peace  I  kept  my  Flocks  before,  and  beg 
That  I  again  may  hold  my  Crook  in  peace. 

For  if  my  hands  a  Soveraigns  Scepter  weild. 

My  heart  will  long  to  have  a  Soveraigns  Right. 

Arc.  Princes  you  are,  yet  ail  depend  onus. 

As  we  on  Heaven  depend>  nor  dare  you  claim 
A  Soveraigns  pow'r,  where  we  are  pleas'd  to  reign: 

End.  Happy  ye  Swains  l  who  on'the  Mountaih'ilve, 
Lords  of  your  homely  Cefts -your  Cells  :3re  yours. 
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And  none  difputesyour  right  to  govern  there* 

Oh  had  you  left  me  to  my  felf,  this  Vale, 

The  purchafe  of  my  labour,  had  been  ftill 
The  bounds  of  my  Ambition  ,•  but  my  Ear 
Charm’d  with  a  Princes  name,  has  taught  my  Soul 
To  think  indeed  that  I  am  here  to  reign. 

Arc.  We  are  not  now  to  ask  you  whence  this  wealth. 

The  Fleeces  muft  be  fine  which  yield  fuch  Gold, 

Not  that  of  Colchos  was  a  richer  prize. 

AGueft  ftiou’donly  wonder,  and  as  yours. 

All  curious  inquifition  we  forbear  ; 

And  while  you’re  flufht  with  infant  Grandeur,  leave 
Such  queftions  to  fome  other  place,  and  hour,  # 

Tho  you,  who  can  proteft  againft  our  fway. 

And  in  our  prefence  tell  us  what  we  ought. 

Polfeft  of  thefe,  and  vifions  of  your  right, 

May  once  grow  dangerous.  Sir,  you  rile  too  faft. 

This  we  can  pardon,  but  provekt  again, 

You  may  be  lent  to  murmur  with  your  Friend. 

Eud.  He  is  my  Friend, which  foon  th’aftonifht  world 
Shall  fee  :  nor  wou’d  he  thus  have  us’d  a  wretch 
Who  fu’d  for  Juftice.  I  cou’d  tell  what  name 
The  men  of  antient  Greece  hadgiv’n  to  Kings, 

VVho  to  their  Subje&s  wrongs  wou’d  thus  reply. 

Go  on - and  liften  to  your  Minions  Tales. 

Howe’er,  remember  you  too  late  /hall  know, 

Whom  you  have  wrong’d,  and  cuife  their  pois’nous  tongues 
Arc.  This  Minute  then  we’lf  know.  Guards/ 

Enter  Alcan. 

Eud.  Off  ye  Slaves! 

For  by  the  Majefty  that  awes  my  arm. 

He  dies  that  in  my  houfe  infults  me  firft. 

Arc.  The  Shepherd  rages,  leave  him,  he’ll  grow  cool, 

Rome  is  a  milder  air,  and  good  to  cure 
Diftempers,  which  like  his  have  feiz’d  the  blood  > 

Ex,  Arc.  andTraln , 

Eud.  Muft  we  like  Captives  then  be  led  to  Rome  ? 

Wait  on  his  Chariot- wheels  in  chains,  like  thofe 
His  Sword  has  conquer’d  in  the  Field. 

This  morning  Sun  beheld  me  on  a  Throne, 

And  oft  his  beams  reftetfed  on  my  Brows, 

Hav;  borrow’d  luftre  from  the  Crown  I  wore. 

And  muft  I-like  a  purchas'd  Slave,  be  linkt 
With  him,  whom  Nature  and  Deferthave  made 
My  Friend,  who  furfers  all,  and  dies  for  me? 

Muft  this  inevitably  be,  and  I 

F  Submit 
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Submit  with  patience  ?  Curft  be  him  who  wears 
The  marks  of  Bondage  when  he  might  be  free* 

Alcan Jer,  are  our  Friends  prepar’d  ? 

Ale .  They  are. 

Aii  arming  for  your  refeue,  but  in  vain. 

The  Roman  Guard  of  every  Pafs  poffeft, 

Oppofes  all  afliftance  from  without, 

A  while  to  enter  ’twas  deny’d  to  me  $ 

Hadn't  their  Captain  known  me  well,  I  fcarce 
My  felt  had  been  allow’d  to  bring  this  news. 

End.  Who  now  will  doubt  to  what  this  treatment  tends; 
We  have  been  flatter’d  with  fallacious  fmiles, 

Till  things  were  ready  for  our  folemn  fall. 

Why  asks  he  not  for  her,  whofe  crime  his  wrath 
Qnce  fwore  he  neither  wou’d  forgive  in  her. 

Nor  in  her  memory  ,•  does  his  heart  relent, 

And  are  we  only  deftin’d  to  R  evenge. 

So  well  I  love  Aurelia,  I  wou’d  yield 
My  felf  a  Sacrifice  for  her  with  joy. 

Adrafius  —  Why  muft  he  be  punifht  fir  ft  ? 

3Tis  doubtful  all  but  this— —My  friend’s  in  Bonds, 

And  calls  aloud  for  Liberty  on  me. 

Oh  had  he  known  I  tamely  cou’d  behold 
My  Brother  bound  and  murder’d,  how  my  ear 
This  morn  had  fuffer’d  with  his  juft  reproach. 

One  way  is  left  us  ftill,  if  that  fhou’d  fail, 

We’ll  charge  the  Reman  Guard,  and  dye  like  men, 

Tho  Conqueft  oft  has  waited  onDefpair, 

Alcander‘~—]et  Danutas  with  his  Band 
Be  ready,  and  affoon’s  the  alarm  is  heard 
Attack  their  Troop  without,  while  I  within 
Thro  all  that  dare  oppofe  us  force  my  way: 

The  reft  we’ll  leave  to  fate.  Howere  it  ends, 

’Tis  jbr#ve  to  fall  like  Princes,  and  like  Friends. 

End  of  the  Fourth 
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The  Palace. 


Scene  an  Apartment  near  the  Emperor’s. 


Parmenio  folus. 


Tar.  Guilt !  Oh  curft  Remorfe,  the  bane  of  reft, 

V-/  Which  fwims  above  my  faireft  hopes  by  day. 

And  with  black  Vifiens  haunts  my  dreams  by  night. 

But  what  is  guilty  or  what  remorfe  to  me  ? 

The  Cowards  terrour,  and  the  Preachers  helL 
Words  made  to  frighten  fools,  who  dread  the  wheel ; 
Confcience  ne’re  meddles  with  fuccefsful  crimes. 

The  Conq’ror  o’re  a  thoufand  Murders  fleeps. 

The  Mifer  fteals  with  pleafure  to  his  wealth. 

Torn  from  the  poor,  and  fmiles  with  inward  joy 
While  he  who  wants  thofe  riches,  views  his  fins 
With  partial  Eyes,  and  fancies  thort  he  feels 
The  Fury’s  whip,  when  hunger  only  flings.  Enter  an  Ojficen 
Offi.  Our  Matter’s  danger  will  excufe  my  hafte. 

The  Province  is  in  arms,  the  foremoft  Guards 
Difcover  by  the  light  or  flaming  Spears, 

Ten  thoufand  men  in  martial  order  move. 

And  tow’rds  the  Palace  feem  to  bend  their  courfe. 

Par .  I  thank  thee  fate,  this  minute  then  is  mine^ 

It  fmiles  propitious  on  my  great  defigns. 

Their  folly  will  difpoiethe  world  to  think 
My  Counlels  juft,  and  Heaven  rewards  my  zeal. 

What  ftrength  can  you  oppofe  to  theirs? 

Off.  Atmoft 

Five  hundred  ,*  but  of  thefe,the  better  half 
Are  Friends  and  Neighbours,  and  require  to  know 
For  whom  they  fight,  and  talk  but  ill  of  you.  . 

Par.  No  more— You  {peak  as  if  you  lik’t  their  talk. 

Your  Matter  foon  will  have  it  in  his  pow’r 

To  puni/h  fuch  asqueftion  his  commands  Enter  Eud. 

There  are  whofe  ears  wou’d  burn  at  fuch  reports. 

This  Souldier  here  fhdi  teach  ’em  to  obey, 

E  z  Cor- 
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Correct  their  doubts,  and  lead  ’em  to  the  Foe. 

N/V.  The  Prince  of  Tkace,  my  Lord,  demands  to  fee ....... 

The  Emp’ror,  and  has  fomething  to  impart 
Of  high  concern. 

Par.  No,  Nicias ,  Tis  in  vain, 

The  Emperor  deeps,  and  muft  not  be  difturb’d* 

Had  he  confeft  when  favour  took  his  part, 

His  and  his  Friends  diihonour  had  been  fav’d. 

Amjntors  Subjeds  are,  itfeems,  in  arms. 

The  Rowan  Guard  in  mutiny,  and  thou 
Canlbonly  bring  ’em  to  obedience  Both. 

Go  Leave  the  Thracian  Prince  to  me. 

Nic.  Knowsnot  the  Emp’ror  of  this  ftrange  revolt  ? 
Par.  Scarce  if  he  did,  would  he  believe  it  true. 

His  mercy  finds  excufes  for  his  Foes. 

OftTn  his  changing  humour,  he  refolv'd. 

To  free  Adfafim ,  and  perhaps  my  felf 

Had  for  my  care  been  lent  to  wear  his  bonds: 

Oh  horror !  that  fuch  goodnefs  Ihou’d  be  wrong'd. 

By  thofe  his  bounty  had  fo  lately  rais’d. 

That  in  thefe  iliades,  where  virtue  fee  ms  to  dwell. 

The  Vice  of  Fiends,  Ingratitude,  Ihould  reign. 

Go,  Nicias ,  and  .be  early  in  the  War, 

Nor  ftay  their  Charge,  the  Rebels,  may  difperfe. 

And  then  we  lofe  our  moment  of  revenge.  , 

Fall  onTl\e  rout,  the  vidory’s  fecure. 

Scarce  worthy,  of  thy  Sword  ;  but  know  that  mu<ch 
Depends  on  this,  and  great  is  thy  reward. 

Nic.  I  fly  where  moll  my  Mafters  fafety  calls. 

And  by  the  Empires  Guardian  Angel  (wear. 

The  Traitors  fliall  not  fcape,  tho  near  the  Throne. 

Ex.  Nic.  and  Officer. 

Par.  I  like  not  that,  this  man  was  always  brave. 

But  honeft  always,  and  has  known  too  much.- 
No  matter— He’s  remov’d,  and  now  if  Hell 
To  glorious  mifchief  ever  was  a  Friend, 

Too  morrow’s  Sun  fhall  fee  me  firft  in  pow’r. 

And  firft  in  blifs  of  all  the  race  of  man.  Enter 

What  brings  Amintor  here  ?  my  Genius  ftarts, 

Whene’re  we  meet,  his  prefence  bodes  me  ill. 

End.  I*ye  bufinefs  with  the  Etnpror. 

Par .  You're  too  late.  __ 

Eh4A Tis  of  importance  to  his  Life  and  Fame. 

Par.  To  you,  we  know  his  Life  and  Fame  are  dear, 
Ypu  might  have  told  him  when  you  faw  him  laft. 

End.  Twas  with  a  perfonl  defpile*  and  thought 
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Unworthy  of  the  fecret. 

Par .  Him  you  mean 

Has  Slaves,  who  fcorn  a  Traytors  odious  name. 

And  of  your  fecrets  is  too  well  inform’d. 

End.  Ha  !  Have  a  care  how  thou  infultft  me  here. 

Thou  know*!}  thy  Fate  is  in  the  Secret  lodg’d. 

Be  wife.  My  patience  will  not  fuffer  long. 

Tempt  me-no  more.  Behold  me  yet  at  large. 

Lord  of  this  place,  and  Soveraign  here. 

Par*  You  talk  indeed  as  if  the  World  was  yours : 

But  men  are  ever  fond  of  what  is  new. 

A  Scepter  looks  but  awkard  in  your  hands. 

So  lately  fully’d  with  a  Crook.  This  Houfe 
Is  yours,  and  this  difcourfe  becomes  it  well. 

End.  I  have  no  leilure  to  difpute,  I  came 
To  fee  Arcadius. 

Par .  I  ne  re  ask’d  for  what. 

You  might  have  fpar’d  this  vifit  •  ’tis  a  time 
For  reft. 

End.  I  {hall  not  fee  him  ?  * 

Par.  No.  Hoa,  Guards.  Enter  G'utirds. 

Thro  thefe  and  me  you  firft  {hall  force  your  way. 

End.  By  heavnthou  durft  not  tiuft  his  ears  with  truth ! 

Par.  I  durft  not  truft  him  with  the  man  whofe  Slaves, 

A  numerous  Hoft,  declare  againfthis  life. 

End.  Thofe  SlavesThall  quickly  tear  him  from  thy  arms  : 

Of  thee  the  mifchiefs  of  this  hour  are  born, 

And  thou  fevereiy  {halt  account  for  all.  Enter  Meander. 

Par .  Convince  the  Senate  whence  thefe  mifchiefs  rofev 
Hence  !  to  your  poft,  and  watch  with  double  care.  \To  the  Guards 
Nor  fear  their  numbers  in  fo  juft  a  cau-llv 
Nations  and  Kings  will  in  our  quarrel  rife, 

They’ve  nothing  to  aftift  'em  but  Defpair.  Exit  with  Guards* 
End. That  portion  e  the  morning  {hall  be  thine  : 

Heil  ne’re  receiv’d  a  blacker  Soul,  nor  Earth 
A  more  malicious  Villain  ever  bred. 

Night  waftes  apace,  and  e’re  the  day  returns. 

There  muft  be  mighty  changes  in  our  Fates, 

For  he  or  I  no  more  Ihall  fee  it  dawn. 

What  of  Daw&nw,  fpeaks  Parmenio  true  ? 

Ale .  I  left  him  in  the  Vale,  ten  thoufand  ftrong.  * 

Lyc on  attends  you  in  the  Citron  Grove,  - 
With  fifty  chofen  ycuth  :  The  foe  without 
Forget,  or  never  knew  thatpafs  ,•  within 
But  five  are  polled  at  the  Gate,  and  thofe 
W.e  foon  IhalLmafter,  and  with. Ljcm  joyn,.  . 

Eul> 
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Eal  Thy  mm  tranfpom  m,  hafte,  feeuro  the  Guardi, 

Be  careful  of  their  Lives,  receive  our  Friends, 

Bar  all  the  Palace  Gates,’  and  leave  at  each 
Sufficient  ftrengrh,  with  charge  to  fuffer  none 
To  enter  or  to  pafs,  let  Lycon  know 

I  wait  his  entrance  in  the  InnerCourt.  Ex.  Alcander. 

I’ll  meet  the  Emp’ror  like  an  Emp’rors  Son  ; 

Nor  on  his  Pity,  or  his  Daughters  Tears, 

Depend  for  pardon  when  I  moft  am  wrong’d. 

Oh,  my  Adraftus,  thou  fhalt  fee  I  ftili 
Am  worthy  of  the  Heroes  of  our  race. 

I  fl/to  bring  theefFreedom. 

Ha,  my  Wife!  Enter  Aur.Phyl.  Sylvia.  x 

Aar.  Am  I  unwelcome  to  my  Lord  ?  Not  thus 
He  wou’d  have  met  me  whenour  Loves  were  young. 

Why  fits  fuch  thoughtful  forrow  on  thy  brow? 

My  eyes  were  wont  to  kindle  joy  in  thine. 

Am  I  the  caufe  of  thefe  diftradling  cares  ? 

Am  I  more  happy  that  my  heart  can  find 
Relief  in  Love,  and  only  think  of  thee  ? 

Have  youmot  feen  my  Father  ? 

Eud.  No,  nor  you. 

Nor  muft  I  fee  him,  till  Parmenids  pleas’d. 

So  far  I  preft  it,  that  the  Guards  were  call’d 

4  To  ftop  my  paffage - Where  are  now  your  hopes  ? 

The  Tray  tor  proudly  told  me  *twa$too  late, 

And  bad  me  prove  my  innocence  in  Rome. 

Dametas  with  an  Army  is  at  hand, 

I  will  be  heard,  and  will  have  Juftice  done. 

Aur.  Dametas  is  at  hand,  youwillbe  heard. 

This  ftile  with  thirty  Legions  would  agree. 

We  dream  of  dangers  which  our  fears  create  ; 

And  reafon  .yielding  to  thole  fears,  the  ills 
At  laft  prove  re  al  that  our  fancies  form’d 

Eud.  Blame  not  a  paffion,  which  I  learnt  withloVe, 

Fear  was  till  then  a  Itranger  to  my  Soui. 

I  thought  of  lofmg  you,  and  then  I  fear’d. 

’Twasthen  I  trembled  firft,  forgot  my  Sex, 

And  felt  a  woman’s  fofcnels'  in  my  heart. 

Aur.  Oh  wou’d  that  foftnefs  argue  with  me  now, 

For  ever  you  muft  iofe  me,  if  you  go. 

Againft  you  Greece  will  fend  forth  ali  her  pow'rs* 

And  Rome,  her  Sifter,  turn  her  force  on  you. 

Where  will,  your  Army  fly  for  refuge  then  ? 

Their  Flocks  and  Herds,  their  Virgins  and  their  Wives, 

Their  Woods,  their  Groves,  wiii  be  the  Soldiers  fpoi l, 

And 
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And  thi*  fair  Land  of  pieafure  then  lye  wafie, 

While  I  abandon’d  to  my  Father’s  rage, 

Expos’d  to  Death,  or  what  is  worfe,  am  left, 

By  ail  unpity^d,  and  by  all  forfook- 

Eud.  Say,  wou’d  you  have  me  led  in. chains  to  Rowe, 

Shewn  for  a  Monfter  to  the  gaping  crowd. 

An/!  with  my  Brother,  on  a  Scaffold  fall 
The  Vi&im  of  a  jealous  Minions  luff? 

The  Emp’ror  leaves  us  with  the  Rifmg  day. 

My  Foe  is  confcious  of  his  guilt,  and  far 
Will  keep  me  from  his  Mafter’s  Ear,  till  Rome 
Hasfeen  my  fliame,  and  we  can  ne’re  be  friends. 

Oh  no,  Aurelia ,  things  muft  ne're  be  thus, 

Adrafius  muft  be  fafe, 

Arcadiw  undeceiv’d.  _ 

His  honour's  equally  concern’d  with  mine. 

Both  by  a  perjur’d  Villain  are  abus’d. 

And  by  this  Sword  we  will  have  juftice  both,  - 
Farewel  — To  pleafe  thee  wou’d  be  ruin. 

But  not  to  pleafe  thee  I  muft  hear  no  more. 

Aur.  Sta^my  Eudejius ,  ftay,  he’s  gone,  he’s  gone  - 
To  certain  Death,  nor  gave  a  panting  kifs, 

Nor  clofe  embrace,  but  tore  him  from  my  arms, 

My  longing  arms,  that  ne’re  muft  clafp  him  more* 

What,  am  I  grown  a  burden  to  his  Heart, 

Have  I  for  this  endur’d  a  Parents  curfe  ? 

For  this  the  Kingdoms  of  the  world  refus’d. 

For  this  to  Menial  Offices  comply ’d. 

And  been  as  much  his  Servant  as  his  Wife. 

Oh  man,  oh  falfe  ungrateful  man  !  Oh  thou 
Of  all  thy  Sex  mod  falfe,  and  moft  ingrate, 

Where  haft  thou  left  me?  but  no  matter  where,  , 

Since  to  be  left  for  ever  is  a  fate, 

No  circumftance  of  Woe  can  render  worfe^ 

My  Father  foon  will  feek  me  in  his  wrath. 

And  when  his  hard  reproaches  wound  my  ear. 

Had  ft  thou  been  near  me  to  relieve  my  lhame. 

And  in  thy  bofom  hide  me  from  his  frown. 

His  awful  Brow  had  (hot  its  darts  in  vain. 

But  now,  thus  deftitute  of  help  from  thee. 

My  crimes  appear  fo  black,  ray  Judge  fo  fierce, 

I  dye  with  terrour,  e’re  my  doom  is  read. 

When  by  our  griefs,  our  reafon  is  oppreft. 

How  weak  are  all  our  arguments,  how  vain. 

Has  he  not  fuffer’d  equally  with  you. 

And  I  who*have  no  incereft  but  yours, 

[  Have  ^ 
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Have  not  I  had  my  fiiare,  and  yet  ev’n  now. 

When  moft  I  fuffer,  I  repent  it  leaft  : 

Was  nothing  to  his  Brothers  Injuries  due, 

Muft  poor  Adraftm  Bill  remain  in  chains. 

Or  for  his  freedom  wait  his  Rivals  Nod? 

/ Uir .  Too  morrow  I  had  pad  thro  Swords  and  Spears, 
Thro  pointed  Deaths,  and  at  my  Fathers  feet 
Implor’d  his  pity,  clung  about  his  knees, 

And  of  my  Mothers  beauteous  Image  full. 

Hung  on  his  neck,  and  bath’d  it  with  my  tears, 

Till  to  our  willi  I  had  inclin’d  his  Soul. 

But  oh  my  Husbands  ufelefs  Fury  adds 

New  Fuel  to  his  Flame,  when  Peace  was  nigh. 

Thy  Ceafe,  ceafe,  thefe  mournings,  all  things  will  be  wcd- 
The  War  is  with  Tarmenioy  not  his  Lord. 

The  Emp’ror  will  hitnfelf  applaud  his  Son, 

And  when  he  fees  his  Favorite’s  curft  defigns,  ' 

Throw  him  with  horrour  from  his  arms. 

Tar'  ('within)  Oh  my  Philante  ! 

Thy.  Heard  you  not  a  voice  ? 

Aur.  I  did.it  nam’d  you,  and  the  found  came  thence. 

Thy .  Th’apartment  where  Adrajtus  is  confin’d. 

Sure  ’rwas  his  Genius,  or  my  own,  that  call’d. 

To  warn  me  of  our  danger.  Oh  my  heart ! 

Why  finks  it  in  my  bread,  why  fhake  my  limbs  ? 

Why  thefe  ill  Bodings,  if  my  Prince  is  fafe  ? 

Oh  no,  I  fee  the  bloody  hand  advanc’d, 

The  Dagger  lifted  high,  his  heart  its  aim. 

Stop,  flop,  inhuman  Butcher,  ftrike  it  here, 

The  wound  is  mine,  my  Bread  ftiall  be  his  Shield. 

Sylv.  How  well  we  counfel  others,  and  how  ill. 

When  our  greifs  difiurb  us,  ad  our  felves? 

Aur.  Where  e're  we  turn,  we  meet  with  new  diftreli* 
New  Scenes  of  woe,  new  Images  of  death. 

Fly,  Sylvia ,  from  this  mod  unhappy  wretch, 

This  out  cad,  this  forfaken  woman,  fly, 

My  Friendlldp  ruins  what  it  holds  mod  dear. 

Syl.  Madam,  Retire,  you’re  here  too  much  exposd  ’ 

Rous  d  by  the  noife  and  perils  of  the  night, 

The  EmpYor  arm’d  with  Thunder  will  appear, 

And  if  he  fees  you  in  the  fird  alarm, 

How  fatal  may  the  meeting  be  to  both. 

Aur.  Yes  !  heic  this  Jove ,  this  ThundYer  I’ll  exped  , 

Til  dand  between  niy  Lord  and  him,  and  bear 
The  dreadful  weight  of  his  rdentment  here. 

On  me  the  Temped  fird  fhall  break,  on  me 
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The  edge  of  ffls  infufferable  rage 

Shall  fall,  till  thus  it  ftrikes  me  to  the  Earth-  fa\\u 

Thus  low  l’ilblefs  him  with  my  lateft  fighs. 

And  pray  that  his  revenge  may  end  with  me.  Enter  Emp.and Nie. 
Sjh.  Oh  fave  us,  ye  immortal  powers,  he  comes. 

Arc.  Is  he  not  dead  ? 

Nic.  No. 

Arc .  Bring  him  forth. 

Nic.  My  Lord  / 

The  poifon’s  in  his  brain,  his  Fancies  rove 
On  things  extravagant,  the  Fever  paft, 

He  may  e’re  death  be  fenfible  and  calm. 

Whatdropt  from  him  before  was  only  this, 

Parmenio  left  the  Criftal  Bowl  with  him. 

Commanding  when  you  call’d  to  give  it  you. 

Arc .  Parmenio  ? 

Nic.  Yes,  Parmenio . 

Arc .  Have  a  care. 

To  name  him  thus  is  death, 

Nic.  1*11  mark  the  man. 

-  Then  call  him  what  you  pleafe,  my  Lord,  'twas  he 
That  from  a  Soldier  rais’d  me  to  command  : 

To  this  high  poft,  and  plac’d  me  near  theThrone. 

’T was- he,  that  from  as  vile  Conditions  rofe. 

By  Cjefar  s  favour  next  to  Cafars  rank. 

’Twas  he  that  counfell’d  you  to  break  the  league, 

And  feize  Adrajhts  in  profoundeft  peace. 

5Twas  he  that  charg’d  me  when  the  truth  was  known. 

To  fix  this  Dagger  in  his  Rival’s  heart , 

Then  fwear  to  you  he  gave  the  blow  himfelf. 

’Twas  he  that  bid  me  lead  your  Guards,  and  wafte 
This  Land  with  unexpeded  War.  'Twas  he 
That  left  you  to  the  fervice  of  his  Slaves: 

For  I  in  difobedience  to  his  will. 

Unknown  to  him  within  the  Palace  Bay’d, 

To  watch  your  deep,  which  elfe  had  been  your  la(L 
When  Hell  and  darknefs  tempted  him  abroad. 

To  execute  the  Treafons  he  had  form’d. 

’Twas  he,  that  when  Amintor  would  have  fhewn. 

How  foul, Jiow  falfe,  the  charge  againft  him  was, 

Withfiood  his  entrance,  and  by  open  force 
Compeird  the  Prince  by  force  to  make  his  way. 

But  oh  !  Great  Emp  ror,  what  need  I  more. 

’Twas  he  by  whom  that  high-born  Princefs  dies. 

In  whofe  frefh  youth  divine  Pulcheria  lives. 

Sjh.  Help  !  help  /  the  Pr in ce(s  fainrs. 

G  .  Arc . 
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Arc .  OhHeav'n’  oh  Joy! 

Tis  /he,  I  know  ’tis/fhe,  I  feel  her  here, 

Nature  fpeaks  loud,  and  points  me  to  my  Child. 

Oh  Daughter  !  oh  Aurelia  !  oh  my*Tongue 
Is  IoA  with  rapture  but  with  this,  and  this. 

Once  more  Til  give  thee  life - fhe  lives,  fhe  jives 

Thus  lookt  Pulcberia  when  ihe  lookt  her  lad. 

That  dying  glance  reftores  her  to  my  Heart, 

Which  weaken’d  with  excefs  of  joy,  grows  fiek. 
Nic.  My  Lord,  my  Emp’ror  ! 

Aur .  Where  am  I  ?  Is  not  this  the  Land  of  Peace 
Where  all  things  are  forgiv’n,  all  are  bled, 

Did.not  my  Father  call  me  Child  ? 

Syl.  He  did. 

Behold  him  in  your  arms  with  transport  IoA. 

Aar.  Oh  Father,  Father. 

Arc .  Art  thou  then  awake  ? 

Aur.  Forgive  rriy  heart,  ’tis  yet  fo  bufie.  Sir, 

My  fins  are  banifht  thence,  and  1  can  fpar£ 

No  time  to  beg  your  pardon. 

A*c,  Name  no  more 

What  l  fhou’d  ask,  for  all  that’s  part  was  mine  • 

I  fpeak  nor  of  thy  husband,  he's  my  friend, 

A  thoufand  things  to  my,  remembrance  bring 
Both  him  and  thee :  The  Signet,  this  retreat, 

The  flying  rumours  that  Eudofius  liv’d,. 

His  Brothers  Friendfhip,  and  the  Princes  Love, 
Confirm  thefe  wonders. 

Go  Nicias ,  go  my  Souldier,  feek  my  Son , 

Go  cell  him  how  my  arms  are  fill’d,  and  fay 
While  they  want  him  I  think  ’em  empty  ftill. 

Oh  had  we  met  before!  But  then,  my  Child, 

The  great  difcovery  we  have  made  to  night 
Had  Itill  been  diftant,  and  Par  memo  lov’d. 

I  bred  and  nurfl  a  Serpent  in  my  bread, 

Whofe  ven6m’d  fling  againft  my  life  was  aim’d. 

Aur .  We  knew  you  wou  d  not  always  hate  us,  S« 
Nor  drive  your  Children  from  you,  and  e’re  morn 
Had  told  thefecret  with  a  kind  furprize. 

Had  not  his  jealoufie  contriv’d  th  efe  ills. 

And  fill’d  thishoufe  with  forrow  anddefpair. 

0 f$c.  My  Lord,  I  waited  on  Parmenios  Slave, 
Catdit  his  Iaft  words,  and  thus  he  dying  faid. 

My  Mafter  put  the  Potion  in  the  Cup, 

I,  curious  or  its  pichnefs,  tafted,  drank. 

Fell  down,  when  Nicks  entring  broke  the  Bowl. 
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Enter  Officer. 
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Arc.  See  that  he  fcapes  not:  Bear  him  to  the  Rack. 

I  cou’d  almoft  forgive  him  his  offence  Ex.  Gffic. 

Tojne  :  But  what  he  meant  my  Children  rhrows 
,  Him  far  from  mercy. 

A  Shout ,  Enter  Eudofius,  throws  down  his  Sword ,  and 
kneels  at  the  Emperors  feet . 

Oh  my  Son.  < 

End.  My  Empror,  my  Father ,  can  you  hear 
That  word  from  me,  an$  ftill  preferveyour  fmile? 

Arc .  Oh  talk  of  nothing  but  of  blifs  to  come. 

Let  dark  oblivion  bury  what  is  paft. 

And  perfect  as  our  bleffing  be  our  joy. 

The  world  has  nam’d  your  Vertues  with  applaufe, 

More  to  your  merit  than  your  birth  you  owe. 

Take,  take  your  Wife,  and  be  for  ever  bleft. 

Eud.  Oh  my  Aurelia !  have  we  liv’d  to  fee 
This  hour,  and  mull  we  live  another  ftill. 

Forgive  me.  Sir,  all  Extafy  is  rude  •  • 

Tis  new,  we  ne’re  cou'd  thus  embrace  before. 

Nor  hope  a  bleffing  on  the  Nuptial  Bed. 

Nsc.  within .  Bear  down  the  Doors,  the  Pillars  and  the  Walls, 
Aur.  Oh  ’tis  Phylantes  voice.  A  Woman  firieks. 

Arc .  The  kind  companion  of  your  youth. 

Aur .  Tis  her's. 

The  Traytor  loves  her,  and  I  dread  his  lull.  Shriek . 

Within.  Help,  help,  the  Prince,  Phylante . 

Eud.  Ha,  I’m  wing’d 

To  refcue  thee,  and  pray  it  be’nt  too  late/ 

Arc .  How  near  deirrudtion  have  I  blindly  walkt.  Exit. 

Aur.  Phylante ,  oh  my  Sifter. 

Eud :  within .  Seize  on  the  Traytor,  and  unbind  the  Prince, 
Throw  wide  the  doors,  and  let  the  Fiend  be  feen. 

Scene  opens ,  Ad  raft  us  appears  ( unbinding )  Phlyante  in  diforder , 
Parmenio  (held  by  Soldiers)  disfigur'd  as  by  a  woman ,  Nicias, 
Officer  and  all  come  forward, 

Eud.  My  Brother  ! 

Adr.  My  Deliverer! 

Thyl.  My  Prefervcr!  1 

Eud.  See, 

Your  Duty  to  the  Emp’rorfirft. 

Arc .  Come  to  my  arms,  if  you  can  think  that  one 
Who  much  has  wrong’d  you,  can  delerveyour  love  : 

And  thou,  my  other  Daughter,  welcome  here. 

Tp  Torture  with  that/Villain,  Whips  and  Death, 

Slow  lazy  Deaths,  away -  Guards  carry  off  par. 

*  •  C  2  Phyl. 


Thyl  Words  are  not  black  enough  to  paint  his  Crimes. 

When  in  this  place  we  parted  laft,  I  went  [To  Aur», 

And  found,  alas !  the  Voice  I  heard  was  his. 

He  feiz’d  me,  caught  me  to  his  arms,  and  faid. 

He  knew  me  when  I  vifited  the  Prince. 

He  told  me  if  I9d  yield  to  be  his  Wife, 

The  morn  fhould  find  me  Miftrefs  of  the  world : 

For,  as  he  fwore,  the  Emp’ror  was  no  more. 

If  not,  he  wouad  by  force  enjoy  his  wifh. 

When  for  my  honour,  and  the  Princes  Me,  To  Eud; 

Your  timely  fuccour  came. 

Arc.  No  tears,  Vhylantel  now,  no  fighs  but  fiich' 

As  Lovers  when  th*  expected  minute  comes 
Canfpare.  To  you,  Adrafius ,  I  am  fure. 

This  prefent  will  be  welcome.  Take  her.  Prince, 

Our  felf  will  witnefs  to  your  Nuptial  Vows ; 

Thou,  Nicias,  to  whofe  Loyalty  we  owe 
Life,  Children,  Empire,  all,  thou  next  to  thefe 
In  favour  and  in  Friend/hip  flialc  be  firft. 

Thrace  /hall  again  behold  her  darling  Lord, 

Whofe  Crown  (hall  hence  be  regal,  and  the  bounds 
Of  this  fair  Province,  which  I  gave  my  Son, 

Far  as  the  Adriatkk  {hall  extend. 

This  to  Adrafhts,  with  his  Bride  I  give. 

Renew  the  (ports  thefe  tumults  have  difturb4d, 

With  double  Luftre  gild  the  face  of  night. 

That  day  approaching,  may  with  wonder  (ee 
A  light  Superiour  to  his  own. 

Eud.  &;  Aur .  Hear  us,  Oh  Father  /  grant  our  laft  requeftj1 
(kneeling.)  Suffer  no  limits  to  your  goodnefs,  loflg 
This  Garden  has  been  ours,  and  fweet  its  walks ; 

To  leave  thefe  Shades,  and  launch  into  the  world, 

Looks  frightful  to  our  Natures,  fond  of  reft.. 

Oh  let  Adraflns  wear  the  Crown  of  Thrace  3 

This  people  and  this  Valley  only  ours,  i 

Where  hand  in  hand,  we  may  frequent  its  Groves, 

Talk  of  paft  changes,  and  rejoice  in  this. 

There  with  the  morning  and  the  Evening  Sun, 

With  pray’rsfor  you  and  Greece  we’ll  vifit Hearns 
Nor  will  we  here  be  negligent  of  fame  ; 

For  Love  and  Glory  fhall| divide  our  care* 

And  thus  like  perfons  who  have  reacht  the  (hoar/ 

With  pleafure  we’ll  look  back  upon  the  Waves, 

And  hear  the  Billows  roar,  and  fee  ’em  foam, 

While  wefecuiely  tread  thefolid  Main. 
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Arc .  Of  this  hereafter  we’ll  refolve. 

Eud.  And  now 

Let  all  our  Military  Train  difperfe. 

Let  only  thofe  who  wait  upon  our  fports 
Attend,  let  Love  and  Mirth  fucceed  our  Carfs, 

And  Arms  and  Battles  yield  to  fofter  Wars. 

End  of  the  Fifth  Aft. 

Scene  the  Temple  of  Love. 

Cupid  is  feen  lying  in  his  Mothers  Lap, 

Gupid.  A  Ppear,  old  Hymen,  from  thy  Cell, 
jLjL  where  unfpotted  Pleafures  dwell  ; 

Where  thy  Torch  with  Beauteous  light 
Triumphs  ore  the  jhades  of  night . 

Come ,  at  Cupid’j  dread  command , 

Joyn  thefe  happy  Lovers  hand: 

Let  'em  he  for  ever  joyn  d. 

He  he  confant,  Jhe  he  kind. 

Brisk  Mufick,  while  Hymen  comes  forward. 
Hymen.  Love  they  fay  is  my  God ,  thoto  tell  you  the  truth ? 
I  think  hes  at  heft  hut  a  Jlippery  youth. 

He  bids  me  co.me  to  you,  ye  wonder  I  came 
No/ooner  ;  why  as  I  grow  old  1  grow  lame  • 

By  which  it  falls  out ,  as  mayhap  it  does  here, 

I  oft  come  a  day  or  two  after  the  Fair. 

Prieft  of  Love.  Hymen  joyns  you,  happy  pair, 

Tafte  the  fweets  of  harmlefs  pleafure. 

Joys  which  youve  no  need  to  fear. 

Without  guilt,  and  without  meajure . 

Love  has  hleft  thee,  happy  Swain, 

Go  poffejs  his  richeft  Treafure, 

Happy  Maid  you  hlujh  in  vain,  or 

Duty  now  is  joyn  d  with  Pleafure. 

Three  Pr,  of  Love?  • 

To  Love  well lafting  homage  pay 
For  the  high  hleft  ngs  of  this  day ; 

New  Altars  to  his  name  wedi  raife. 

And  evry  Tongue  fall  (peitk  his  praife , 

And  evry  Heart  his  pow'r  adore, 

For  none  ean  hurt  or  hi  efs  us  more * 


(4*) 

V otary.  Tfye  Hero  his  Lawrels  to  Love  Jhall  refign , 

The  Courtier  his  Pride ,  and  the  'Toper  his  W  irit$- 
The  Samt  his  Devotion ,  the  Virgin  her  Voiv9 
All fiates  and  conditions y  the  high  and  the  low. 

All  Ages  and  Sexes  to  Cupid  Jhall  how. 

Chorus,  The  Saint  hi*  Devotion ,  &c. 

^  Grand  Chorus. 

Raife  you  Notes }  and  lift  'em  high y  — 

Love's  Immortal  Praifes  fing9 
O' re  the  Valley  let  'em  ring9 

Per  Mufick  charms  the  fow’rs  above  amidfi  their  mighty  joy. 


v 


Writ  by  .Mr  Farquhar . 


~1T  Ime  was  when  Poets  rul'd  without  difputcs , 

^  Turn'd  Men  to  Gods ,  transform'd  their  Gods  to  Brutes. 
Our  Poets  change  the  Scene ,  with  mighty  odds 
Make  Men  the  Brutes  J  make  nothing  of  their  Gods . 

'Tis  Jtrange  to  fee  by  what  furprizing  skill , 

Things  are  transforme  d  by  Brothers  of  the  Quill. 

No  more  than  this  — - high — Prefto - pdfs , 

Jupiter  /  ^  B//// — Great  Beaux  s  an  Afs. 

Whene'  er  they  pleaje  to  give  their  thoughts  a  loofe, 

Jove  /  made  a  Swan ,  your  Alderman's  a  Goofe. 

Things  ofmojl  differing  forms  too  we  may  find , 

By  fpells  of  Poetry  in  one  combin'd. 

The  blujlering  Face ,  which  Red-Coats  bear  about , 

Is  the  falfe  Flag  which  Cowards  fill  hang  outq 
And  that  jhall  huff  and  rant ,  fwear  loud  and  ban , 

Hector  hisTSod,  and  yet  be  kjckt  by  Man.  * 

They  make  the  Villain  look  precije  and  grave , 
f  Ae  /w<?r  harmlefs  City  a  thriving  Knaztf. 

Strange  contradiUions  !  reconcil'd  we  fee , 

They  fometimes  make  even  Man  and  Wife  agree. 

Poets  of  Old  chang  d  lo  to  a  Cow, 

But  what  Jtrange  Monfiers  Women  are  made  now  ? 

Females  with  uSy  without  the  Poet's  fraud. 

Change  often  to  the  ivorjl  of  Beajlsy  a  Bawd. 

There  are  but  two  things  from  all  change  fecure , 

Nought  can  transform  a  Poet  or  a  Whore. 

Others  for  being  chang'd ,  their  Stars  may  blame , 

Their  pnnijhment  is  this - - (till  they're  the  fame , 

Like  paint  on  Glafs  that's  valu'd  atfuch  cojl  3 
Poets  ne  re  fade,  alt  ho  the  Art  be  lofi. 
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